where 
the city 


loses 


LaFundici6é 2020 
Binaural Nodar 2020 
AltArt 2020 


Con el apoyo de 
Com 0 apoio de 
Cu sprijinul 

With the support of 


Con el apoyo local de 


Com suporte local de 


Edicion y disefo grafico 
Edicao e design grafico 
Editie si design grafic 
Editing and graphic design 


Depdsito legal 
Depdsito legal 
Depozit legal 

Legal deposit 


El apoyo de la Comisi6n Europea para la pro- 
duccién de esta publicacién no constituye 
una aprobaci6én del contenido, el cual refleja 
Uunicamente las opiniones de los autores, y 
la Comisi6n no se hace responsable del uso 
que pueda hacerse de la informacién conte- 
nida en la misma. 


Esta obra esta bajo una licencia de Creati- 
ve Commons. Reconocimiento-NoComer- 
cial-Compartirlgual 4.0 Internacional. 


LHospitalet 
Castro Daire 
Cluj 


Co-funded by the 
Creative Europe Programme 
of the European Union 


AIT Generalitat de Catalunya 
Departament 
INU de Cultura 


Castro Daire 


Municipio 


gore, 


Z 


LaFundicio6 


B 21321-2020 


O apoio da Comissao Europeia a producao 
desta publicagao nao constitui um aval do 
seu conteudo, que reflete unicamente o pon- 
to de vista dos autores, e a Comissao nao 
pode ser considerada responsavel por even- 
tuais utilizag6es que possam ser feitas com 
as informacoes nela contidas. 


Este trabalho esta licenciado sob uma licen¢a 
Creative Commons Atribuigado-NaoComer- 
cial-Compartilhamento pela mesma Licenc¢a 
4.0 Internacional. 


2018 
EUROPEAN YEAR 


OF CULTURAL 
HERITAGE 


Biblioteca Municipal de Castro Daire 


REPUBLICA 


ARTES 


DIRECAO-GERAL 


DAS ARTES CULTURA 


Impresion 
Impressao 
Tipographie 
Printing 


ISBN 
ISBN 
ISBN 
ISBN 


Sprijinul acordat de Comisia Europeana pen- 
tru elaborarea acestei publicatii nu constituie 
0 aprobare a continutului, care reflecta doar 
opiniile autorilor, iar Comisia nu poate fi trasa 
la raspundere pentru orice utilizare a informa- 
tillor continute in aceasta. 


Aceasta opera este pusa la dispozitie sub 
Licenta Creative Commons Atribuire-Neco- 
mercial-Distribuire in Conditii Identice 4.0 
International. 


PORTUGUESA 


Cachiman Grafic 


978-84-09-25115-5 


This project has been funded with support 
from the European Commission. This publi- 
cation reflects the views only of the authors, 
and the Commission cannot be held respon- 
sible for any use which may be made of the 
information contained therein. 


This work is licensed under a Creative Com- 
mons __ Attribution-NonCommercial-ShareA- 
like 4.0 International License. 


Beyond formal cities, 
where the city 
loses its name 


Preambulo 
Preambulo 


Esta publicaci6én no pretende 
dar un cierre a dos afios de colabora- 
cidn entre los colectivos impulsores 
del proyecto Where the city loses its 
name: LaFundici6, Binaural Nodar y 
AltArt. Se trata mas bien de un arte- 
facto que condensa algunos de los 
debates y los intercambios que he- 
mos tenido en este tiempo. Where 
the city loses its name, en si mismo, 
se inscribe en un marco temporal 
mas amplio, ya que la vinculaci6én de 
los tres colectivos con los territorios 
en los que usualmente desarrollamos 
nuestra accion precede al proyecto, y 
continuara una vez haya acabado. 


La de las barracas es una me- 
moria incémoda por muchos moti- 
vos. Su recuerdo pone en entredicho 
los relatos mas simplistas y lineales 
del progreso moderno, que incluyen 
la urbanizacion y la industrializacién 
como dos de sus elementos centra- 
les. A pesar de haber sido relegados 
al olvido, de quedar fuera de la re- 
presentacion, los barrios de barra- 
cas fueron —y son todavia hoy— una 
parte esencial del desarrollo urba- 
no que sirvid para absorber, con un 
coste minimo, las grandes masas de 
poblacién requeridas por la industria. 
Al mismo tiempo, los barrios de ba- 
rracas sirvieron para empujar hacia 
los margenes de la ciudad a aquellos 
individuos y colectivos indeseados 
o considerados improductivos. Pero 
podemos entender los barrios de ba- 
rracas como una entidad politica en 
simismos, con sus propias formas de 
organizaci6n, sus propias practicas 
culturales, y no sdlo como un instru- 
mento subsidiario de la ciudad formal 


oO como una especie de excrecencia 
urbana. Desde esta posicién, desde 
la barraca, empezamos a ver que sus 
habitantes no son unicamente victi- 
mas pasivas de una situacién fuera 
de su control, sino que tienen agen- 
cia, que desean y luchan. 


Mucho de lo que se ha dicho 
y escrito sobre los barrios de barra- 
cas trata sobre cémo erradicarlos. 
Urbanistas, socidlogos, trabajado- 
res sociales, educadores... se han 
preocupado de elaborar estudios, 
informes y planes con el objetivo 
de hacerlos desaparecer. Esos do- 
cumentos son, en gran medida, los 
que han construido nuestra percep- 
cidn de los barrios de barracas y sus 
habitantes. Son el recuerdo que nos 
queda, como sociedad, de las barra- 
cas. Entendiendo que la memoria no 
es algo dado, sino que es necesario 
producirla, nos preguntamos: ¢Qué 
memoria podemos producir fuera 
de los archivos? Quién, distinto alos 
expertos, tiene el derecho de recor- 
dar y representar? 


Mirar al pasado no suele ser- 
vir tanto para dirimir qué hechos 
sucedieron anteriormente y cuales 
no, como para darnos una explica- 
cién de nuestro presente. Encontrar 
nuevos puntos de vista desde los 
que examinar el pasado, dar pie a 
situaciones en las que otras voces 
puedan hacerse oir, producir dis- 
positivos de enunciacién que otros 
puedan apropiarse... son estrategias 
para construir colectivamente visio- 
nes diversas, discrepantes y mas 
complejas de nuestro presente. 


Esta publicagao nao pretende 
fechar dois anos de colabora¢ao en- 
tre os coletivos do projeto Where the 
city loses its name: LaFundicid, Bi- 
naural Nodar e AltArt. Em vez disso, 
éum artefato que condensa algumas 
das discuss6des e intercambios que 
tivemos durante esse tempo. Where 
the city loses its name, em si mesmo, 
insere-se num horizonte temporal 
mais amplo, pois a ligagado dos trés 
coletivos com os territérios onde ha- 
bitualmente realizam as suas acdes 
antecede o projeto, e continuara de- 
pois de este estar concluido. 


A das barracas 6 uma memo- 
ria incOmoda por muitos motivos. A 
sua recordac¢ao questiona os relatos 
mais simplistas e lineares do pro- 
gresso moderno, que incluem a ur- 
banizacgao e a industrializag¢ao como 
dois dos seus elementos centrais. 
Apesar de relegados ao esqueci- 
mento, deixados de lado, os bairros 
de barracas foram - e ainda sao - 
parte essencial do desenvolvimento 
urbano que serviu para absorver, a 
um custo minimo, as grandes mas- 
sas populacionais exigidas pela In- 
dustria. Ao mesmo tempo, os bairros 
de barracas serviram para empurrar 
aqueles individuos e grupos indese- 
jados ou considerados improdutivos 
para as margens da cidade. Mas po- 
demos entender os bairros de bar- 
racas como uma entidade politica 
em si mesma, com as suas proprias 
formas de organizac4o, as suas pr6- 
prias praticas culturais, e ndo ape- 
nas enquanto um instrumento sub- 
sidiario da cidade formal ou como 
uma espécie de excrescéncia urba- 


na. A partir desta posi¢ao, a da bar- 
raca, Comecamos a ver que os seus 
habitantes nao sao apenas vitimas 
passivas de uma situacdo fora de 
seu controle, mas que tém o agén- 
cia, que desejam e lutam. 


Muito do que foi dito e escrito 
sobre as barracas é sobre como er- 
radica-las. Urbanistas, socidlogos, 
assistentes sociais, educadores ... 
preocuparam-se em elaborar estu- 
dos, relatérios e planos com o obje- 
tivo de as fazer desaparecer. Esses 
documentos sao, em grande medi- 
da, aqueles que construiram a nos- 
sa percepcao sobre os bairros de 
barracas e os seus habitantes. Sado 
a meméria que temos, enquanto so- 
ciedade, das barracas. Entendendo 
que a memoria nao é algo dado, mas 
que deve ser produzida, pergunta- 
mo-nos: Que meméoria podemos 
produzir fora dos arquivos? Quem, 
além dos especialistas, tem o direito 
de lembrar e de representar? 


Olhar para o passado geral- 
mente nao serve tanto para deter- 
minar quais os eventos que acon- 
teceram antes e quais nado, quanto 
para nos dar uma explica¢gao sobre 
oO nosso presente. Encontrar novos 
pontos de vista a partir dos quais 
examinar o passado, dando origem 
a situagdes em que outras vozes se 
fagam ouvir, produzindo dispositivos 
de enunciac¢ao dos quais outros se 
possam apropriar... sdo estratégias 
para construir coletivamente visdes 
diversas, discrepantes e mais com- 
plexas sobre o nosso presente. 


Preambul 
Preamble 


Aceasta publicatie nu pretinde 
sa incheie cei doi ani de colaborare 
intre colectivele care au dat nastere 
proiectului Where the city loses its 
name: LaFundicié, Binaural Nodar 
si AltArt. Mai degraba este vorba de 
condensarea dezbaterilor si a schim- 
burilor realizate in acest timp. Where 
the city loses its name, in sine, se 
inscrie intr-un cadru temporal mai 
amplu, dat fiind ca relatia celor trei 
colective cu teritoriile in care in mod 
obisnuit intervenim este anterioara 
proiectului si va continua si dupa fi- 
nalizarea acestuia. 

Memoria baracilor este o me- 
morie incomoda din mai multe mo- 
tive. Amintirea lor pune sub semnul 
intrebarii relatarile simple si liniare 
referitoare la progresul modern, in- 
trebari care includ urbanizarea si in- 
dustrializarea ca elemente centrale. 


In ciuda faptului ca au fost ui- 
tate si au ramas in afara reprezen- 
tarilor, cartierele de baraci au fost si 
sunt si in ziua de azi o parte esenti- 
ala a dezvoltarii urbane care a servit 
pentru a absorbi, la costuri minime, 
amplele mase de populatii care au 
fost necesitate de industrie. 


In acelasi timp, cartierele de 
baraci au servit pentru a impinge 
spre marginile orasului acei indivizi 
si acele colective nedorite sau care 
erau considerate neproductive. Dar 
putem vedea cartierele de baraci ca 
o entitate independenta, cu propri- 
ile lor forme de organizare, propriile 
lor practici culturale, nu doar ca un 
instrument subsidiar al orasului for- 
mal sau ca o prelungire urbana. Din 


aceasta pozitie, din baraca, incepem 
sa vedem ca locuitorii sai nu sunt 
doar victime pasive ale unei situa- 
tii care este scapata de sub control, 
ci au propria capacitate de decizie, 
propriile dorinte si lupte. 

Multe dintre materialele scrise 
referitoare la cartierele de baraci vor- 
besc de modalitatile de a le eradica. 
Urbanisti, sociologi, asistenti sociali, 
educatori...au fost preocupati de ela- 
borarea rapoartelor, studiilor si pla- 
nurilor care duc la disparitia acestor. 
Aceste documente sunt in marea lor 
majoritate cele care au construit per- 
ceptia noastra referitoare la cartierele 
de baraci si locuitorii acestora. Sunt 
amintirea care ne ramane ca socie- 
tate referitor la cartierele de baraci. 
Daca intelegem ca memoria nu este 
un element dat, ci ca este necesar sa 
oO producem, ne intrebam: ce memo- 
rie putem produce in afara arhivelor? 
Cine, diferit de experti, are dreptul de 
aaminti si de a reprezenta amintirile? 


Indreptand privirea spre tre- 
cut, nu doar ca incercam rezolvarea 
disputelor referitor la evenimentele 
care au avut loc si care nu, ci avem 
o explicatie a prezentului nostru. Ga- 
sirea unor noi puncte de vedere din 
perspectiva carora sa fie examinat 
trecutul, aparitia unor situatii noi prin 
care sa poata fi ascultate alte voci, sa 
poata fi produse dispozitive de enun- 
tare care pot fi preluate de altii...sunt 
strategii pentru a construi in mod co- 
lectiv viziuni diverse, discrepante si 
mai complexe ale propriului nostru 
prezent. 


This publication does not at- 
tempt to conclude two years worth 
of work and collaboration between 
LaFundicié, Binaural Nodar and Alt- 
Art - the collectives behind the pro- 
ject Where the city loses its name. It 
is better understood as a type of ar- 
tefact which condenses some of the 
debates and exchanges that we have 
had during this time. Where the city 
loses its name is of course articulat- 
ed within a broader time frame since 
the connections between the three 
collectives and the territories where 
we develop our action precedes the 
project, and will continue once it has 
ended. 


The history of the barracas is 
in many ways an uncomfortable one. 
Their memory calls into question 
the linear and simplistic accounts of 
modern progress, including the cen- 
tral pillars of urbanisation and indus- 
trialisation. Despite being relegated 
to oblivion and left unrepresented, 
the neighbourhoods of barracas 
were -and still are today- an essen- 
tial part of the urban development 
which served to absorb, at minimum 
expense, the large swathes of pop- 
ulation required by new industry. At 
the same time, the barracas neigh- 
bourhoods also served to push the 
undesirable individuals and groups 
of people considered unproductive 
out to the margins of the city. We can 
understand the barraca neighbour- 
hoods as a political entity in their own 
right, with their own forms of organ- 
isation, cultural practices, and not 
just as a subsidiary of the formal city 
or an urban excrescence. From this 


position, from the barraca, we begin 
to see that the inhabitants are not 
simply passive victims of a situation 
outside of their control, but that they 
have agency, will, and fight. 


Much of what has been said 
and written about the barraca neigh- 
bourhoods is regarding ways in 
which to eradicate them. Urban plan- 
ners, sociologists, social workers, 
educators... They have preoccupied 
themselves with conducting stud- 
ies, reports, and blueprints with the 
objective of making them disappear. 
These documents are, for the large 
part, what has constructed our per- 
ception of barraca neighbourhoods 
and their inhabitants. They are the 
memory that we have, as a socie- 
ty, of the barracas. Considering that 
memory is not something that is giv- 
en, but rather something that is nec- 
essary to produce, we ask: What sort 
of memory can we produce outside 
of the archives? Who, as opposed to 
the experts, has the right to remem- 
ber and represent? 


To look at the past doesn’t usu- 
ally serve so much as to settle pre- 
cisely which things happened and 
when they happened, but rather to 
offer us an explanation for our pres- 
ent. Finding new points of view from 
which to examine the past, creating 
situations in which other voices can 
be heard, producing tools of commu- 
nication that others can appropriate ... 
These are the strategies to collective- 
ly build plural, discrepant and more 
complex versions of our present. 
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LaFundicio 
L Hospitalet 


AltArt tiene 22 afios y hemos 
estado trabajando sin una sede 
fisica durante los ultimos ocho. 

Esto significa que todo lo hemos 
hecho con nuestros portatiles 
desde un bar y, lo mas impor- 

tante, sobre el terreno, en el 
gueto de Pata Rat. Esto Ha sido 
asi, no solo por necesidad, sino 
que ademas nos ha permitido 
tener mas contacto con la co- 
munidad en su propio entorno. 

Nos consideramos productores, 

comerciantes y consumidores 
de significado. Hacemos, por 
asi decirlo, en una Economia de 
Sentido. 


Cc 


Y) éQué dicen los diferentes gru- 
pos de la comunidad sobre los 

origenes y las razones primeras 

de esta violencia? 


e 
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Un principio 


LaFundici6 se fund6 en 2006, tras siete 
afios de actividad “itinerante”, en 2013, hace 
ahora siete afios, decidimos asentarnos y abri- 
mos un espacio fisico en el semisdétano de uno 
de los edificios de Bellvitge. El edificio en con- 
creto estaba gestionado por los servicios de 
Bienestar Social del ayuntamiento de L-Hospi- 
talet y anteriormente habia sido vivienda de la 
Guardia Civil. Habitar un espacio fisico nos ha 
obligado a repensar nuestras formas de 
hacer, poniéndolas en relaci6n a un eco- 
sistema situado en un territorio especifi- 
co; un ecosistema al que nos sumamos 
estableciendo vinculos que desbordan 
la l6gica productivista. Permanecer en el 
territorio nos permite sostener tiempos y abre 
posibilidades que resultan inviables desde esa 
ldgica. El espacio fisico de LaFundicié nos ha 
ayudado a abrir y explorar otros imaginarios del 
campo del arte pensando las practicas artisti- 
cas contemporaneas desde y en los barrios de 
la periferia de Barcelona. 


Los numeros 11 y 13 de la calle Prado es- 
tan atravesados por una fuerte violencia sisté- 
mica, una violencia que esta presente en casi 
toda la periferia urbana, una violencia que nos 
es prdoxima, y que en algunos lugares de la ciu- 
dad, en determinados momentos, toma cuerpo 
con una mayor crudeza. Entre nuestros veci- 
nos y vecinas de Prado hay comunidad gitana. 
Habitar Prado 11 nos ha hecho encontrarnos y 
desencontrarnos, reconocernos y extrafiarnos, 
transitar cédigos y maneras que constante- 
mente estan en crisis. Los nifios y nifias fueron 
los primeros en traspasar el umbral del espa- 
cio e interpelarnos. 


Una de las primeras practicas que com- 
partimos con ellxs fue el caminar: nos invita- 
ban a recorrer la distancia entre nuestro blo- 
que y su escuela, la Escola Gornal, al otro lado 
de las vias del tren. Asi comenzamos a atra- 
vesar juntas esa cicatriz urbana que separa 
los dos barrios del Distrito VI de L-Hospitalet, 
Bellvitge y el Gornal. La escuela publica Gor- 
nal es la unica del barrio, el resto de centros 
educativos que existian en los 80 en el Poligo- 
no fueron cerrando. En un barrio con un 17% de 
poblacién gitana, la escuela esta compuesta 
por una amplia mayoria de alumnado gitano. 
A los nifios y nifias gitanas de Prado 11 y 13 se 


les envia a la escuela Gornal, aun teniendo dos 
escuelas publicas a pocos pasos de su casa. 
Los nifios y nifias payas del Gornal acuden a 
las escuelas de Bellvitge o Santa Eulalia. A la 
escuela le cuesta “agitanarse”, aprovechar la 
realidad de su contexto para ponerse en crisis, 
y en su inercia reproduce un modelo colonial 
respecto a la comunidad gitana que la habita. 
Los nifios y nifias de Prado 11 hacen resistencia 
al sistema de alfabetizacién y a la lecto- 
escritura, hacen resistencia a las formas 
de saber que asocian con la cultura paya 
y reproducen de manera hiperbdlica los 
estereotipos que la sociedad paya arroja 
sobre los gitanos. Asi, momentaneamen- 
te, ganan un espacio de poder, juegan a dar 
miedo buscando respeto, acentuan sus formas 
de hablar para construir una distinciédn con lo 
payo, revierten la estigmatizaci6n que sufren 
demonizando al payo igual que ellos y ellas han 
sido a su vez demonizadas por él’. 


Ante este paisaje hemos intentado ge- 
nerar espacios con la comunidad en los que 
rastrear y entender como se ha construido esa 
realidad, c6mo la hemos naturalizado y c6mo 
la queremos performar y encarnar?. 


1 Amenudo hemos escuchado en Prado 11, cuan- 
do los nifos mas mayores cuidan de los pequefos: “No 
salgas fuera, que viene un payo y te lleva”, reflejo especu- 
lar perfectamente simétrico de las advertencias que nos 
hacian los adultos cuando nosotras éramos nifias: “No 
salgas fuera que viene un gitano y te lleva”. 


2 Un referente para nosotras son los textos de 
Iris Marion Young. En su libro La Justicia y la politica de 
la diferencia define la justicia como la capacidad que te- 
nemos las personas de decidir sobre las estructuras que 
encarnamos poniendo en crisis el concepto de justicia 
construido desde una perspectiva exclusivamente mate- 
rialista y cuantitativa. En esta linea también tenemos muy 
presente el pensamiento de Judith Butler. 


Un momento durante 
Lacho Baji, una ruta 
cantada por la memoria 
de La Cadena. 
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W 
® 


Nuestro entorno, el gueto de 
Pata Rat, es producto de la 
ciudad neoliberal. En realidad, 
la ciudad, en sus margenes, con 
su fuerte impulso neoliberal, 
produce mucha pobreza. Esto 
se traduce en un flujo continuo 
de personas pobres que viven 
en el limite de la sociedad hasta 
que mueren. El limite del limite 
es Pata Rat, un gueto con mas 
de 2000 habitantes. El 80% de 
ellos son gitanos. El 85% llego 
alli tras ser desalojados por 
parte el Ayuntamiento. 


El tema de la ‘ambicion de 

ascension economica y social’ 

qd) por parte de la gente proce- 
dente de las clases rurales y 
obreras es complejo, multiforme 
y dificilmente encuadrable en 
simplificaciones conceptuales. 
¢~Qué dicen las propias perso- 
nas y comunidades sobre los 
valores ganados y perdidos en 
estos procesos de transforma- 
cidn econémica, individual y 
colectiva? 


Este proceso de “urbanizaci6n” 
comenzo diez afios mas tarde 
en la zona oriental de Lisboa, o 
sea, después de la Revolucion 
de los Claveles de 1974. 


e 


A menudo, cuando se pide a alguien 
que explique la historia de Bellvitge, suele co- 
menzar hacia 1965 con la construcci6n de los 
bloques de pisos, es habitual escuchar en- 
tonces cosas como: — Cuando Illegamos aqui 
no habia nada- En ocasiones, nuestro interlo- 
cutor puede ser un poco mas cuidadoso y ob- 
servar que, antes de su urbanizacién: —Todo 
esto eran campos. 


La clasemedianizaci6n del proletaria- 
do funciond. En 1965, en pleno desarrollismo 
franquista, la constructora CIDESA' inicia la 
construccion de Bellvitge. La mitad de Cl- 
DESA era propiedad de dos empresas fran- 
cesas, la otra mitad de Ascoindel SA que, 
a su vez, poseia el cincuenta por ciento de 
las acciones de Ciudad Condal SA, la inmo- 
biliaria que unos afios antes, en 1959, habia 
comprado gran parte de los terrenos agrico- 
las de la marina sobre la que se construiria 
Bellvitge. Asimismo, la mitad de Ascoindel 
era propiedad de la multinacional Monsanto 
Company, en aquel entonces fabricante de 
plasticos. En 1970 Monsanto Company pa- 
tentaria el herbicida glifosato y hacia finales 
del siglo XX se convertiria en el principal pro- 
ductor de semillas transgénicas del mundo 
y un actor decisivo en la globalizaci6on de la 
agroindustria y su sistema de monocultivos.. 


La mayor parte de los bloques de pi- 
sos de Bellvitge se construyeron en tan solo 
cuatro aflos (entre 1965 y 1969), los pisos se 
levantaban en un tiempo récord mediante un 
sistema de piezas prefabricadas in situ. En 
ellos se ubico un gran numero de migrantes 
provenientes de distintas zonas rurales del 
estado espanol, muchos de los cuales se 
habian instalado previamente en barrios 
de barracas autoconstruidas, alos que la 
compra de los pisos mediante créditos 
hipotecarios se ofrecia como un signo 
de progreso y desarrollo. Mas alla de dar una 
solucion habitacional a toda esa poblaci6on, 
el furor constructivo del desarrollismo fran- 
quista respondio al interés en iniciar un ciclo 
de acumulacié6n capitalista fundamentado 
en la especulacion inmobiliaria y la financia- 
rizacion de la vida asociadas, precisamente, 
a la compra de vivienda, cuyas consecuen- 
cias mas dramaticas pagarian décadas mas 
tarde las mismas clases trabajadoras con el 
estallido de la burbuja inmobiliaria en 2007. 
Todo este proceso no habria sido posible sin 
que previamente se hubieran desarticula- 
do buena parte de las formas tradicionales 
de organizacién social en el medio rural; la 
modernizacion agraria y la demonizacion de 
las practicas simbdlicas que sustentaban la 
cultura de subsistencia propia de los pue- 
blos empujaron a emigrar a las ciudades a 
millones de personas. Paraddjicamente, la 
estetizacién y la oficializacién del folclore 
fueron utilizados por el regimen para desvin- 
cular dichas practicas simb6licas de los mo- 
dos de vida en el marco de los cuales éstas 
tenian sentido. 


En 1969 la constructora CIDESA lan- 
zo una innovadora campafnia de marketing: 
sorteé entre los recién Ilegados vecinos de 
Bellvitge cuarenta viajes por diversas po- 
blaciones del centro y el sur de Espafia; los 
afortunados que constituyeron la «1? emba- 


'  Constructora Industrial de Edificios SA. 
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jada de Bellvitge»?. Los «Embajadores» 
debian explicar las bonanzas de su resi- 
dencia en Bellvitge para captar nuevos 
habitantes/clientes. En aquella misma 
época el poligono de vivienda se anun- 
ciaba en el periddico La Vanguardia con 
el eslogan «En Bellvitge hay vida» junto con otros 
lemas como «Vivimos en Bellvitge, en piso de 
propiedad» o «A 15 minutos de Plaza Espana». 
Junto a estos esléganes, que valoraban la propie- 
dad de la vivienda y la proximidad con el centro 
de la ciudad, aparecia la imagen de una familia ti- 
picamente heteronormativa y de clase media: so- 
bre un fondo neutral se yergue la figura del padre 
(var6n, blanco, de mediana edad) vestido con tra- 
je, camisa y corbata, con la vista puesta en el ho- 
rizonte, con las manos agarradas a las solapas de 
su americana y gesto de satisfacci6n. Esta ima- 
gen arquetipica del trabajador de cuello blanco 
contrasta con el hecho de que la gran mayoria de 
los hombres, y también una pequena parte de las 
mujeres, que habitaban el barrio en aquel enton- 
ces se empleaban como trabajadores de mono 
azul en las fabricas del cintur6n industrial; a sus 
pies, en cuclillas, una mujer atiende afectuosa- 
mente a los hijos: un nifio y una nifia que forman la 
deseada “parejita”, en la que, como no, el nifio es 
el mayor de los hermanos, reforzando asi el este- 
reotipo del hombre protector. El trabajo de cuida- 
dos realizado por las mujeres, que en la imagen 
aparece representado acorde con los canones 
imperantes de una ética reaccionaria de los cui- 
dados, ha sido invariablemente olvidado en la his- 
toria de barrios como Bellvitge. Mas invisibilizada 
aun ha sido la participacion de las mujeres en la 
produccid6n como fuerza de trabajo externalizada 
—casi siempre en condiciones de extrema preca- 


? La Vanguardia, edicién del miércoles, 23 julio 1969, 
pagina 12. 
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en°BELLVITGE hay vida 


La innegable aceptacion de 
condiciones laborales precarias 
gue ocurrio en aquellos afos 
puede también ser analizada 
desde otras perspectivas como 
las de la 6tica del trabajo, de la 
resiliencia, la superaci6n perso- 
nal y la capacidad de adaptacion 
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a nuevos contextos. Como nos 
conto una antigua moradora de 
un barrio de barracas y trabaja- 

dora informal de la zona oriental 
de Lisboa: “nosotros trabajaba- 
mos en lo que fuera necesario 
para juntar algun dinero”. 


Podriamos usar exactamen- 

te las mismas palabras para 
mencionar nuestro proceso de 
crecimiento en los alrededores 
de Lisboa, colocandonos en un 
punto intermedio entre el origen 
rural y el (entonces) presente de 
clase obrera y urbano 


Pata Rat es, en su totalidad, 
una comunidad invisible. Los 
hombres, las mujeres, los nifios 
y las autoridades locales dan lo 
“mejor de si” para mantenerla 
invisible —ya que perturbaria 

el mito de Cluj: el auge de su 
economia, su dinamico avance. 
La presion sobre los miembros 
de la comunidad para hacer 
desaparecer Pata Rat de la 
conciencia publica es enorme, 
también a la hora de reivindi- 
car su identidad. Negarla es, 
simplemente, una tactica de 
supervivencia més productiva. 


De verdad os envidio. No conoz- 
co ningun movimiento vecinal 
en Cluj que haya articulado de- 
mandas colectivas, 0 lo que sea. 
En la era posterior a Ceausescu 
(después de 1989), Cluj adopt6 
tan rapidamente el espiritu 

de la acumulacion individual 
(llamese privatizacion) que 
todas las formas de reivindica- 
cidn colectiva se volvieron casi 
tabu, y especialmente las de la 
clase trabajadora. Se suponia 
que la gente se convertiria en 
emprendedores de la noche a 
la mafiana. Se suponia que, si 
no eras capaz de conseguirlo, 
debias callar y avergonzarte. 
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riedad, sin garantias sociales y sin posibilidad 
de organizarse colectivamente— realizando en 
casa, fuera de las fabricas y talleres, las mas 
variopintas tareas como coser o rematar ropa, 
pieles o pedreria, montar boligrafos o hebillas 
de cinturones, ensobrar cromos o soldar circui- 
tos electrénicos. El despropésito iconografico 
de esta imagen, completamente alejada de la 
realidad de Bellvitge y de tantos otros barrios 
obreros en todo el estado espafiol se ofrecia 
como un modelo aspiracional que colonizé el 
deseo de muchos de ellos. Simultaneamente 
se veian hostigados por representaciones que 
les estigmatizaban por su origen rural, ridiculi- 
zando sus formas de hablar, sus gustos y valo- 
res*. Aquellos que crecimos en aquel contexto 
y momento histéricos, hemos vivido de cerca 
algunos de los conflictos que se derivaron del 
proceso de asimilacién. La interiorizaci6n de 
los valores sociales y culturales hegemonicos y 
el rechazo del propio origen rural, campesino y 
popular se expresaron en ocasiones en forma 
de autoodio, algo que ha condicionado el modo 
en que nuestros padres y madres nos criaron y 
educaron.. Esta es una situaci6n compleja de 
la que, si algo hemos aprendido, es a leer las 
situaciones desde multiples angulos y huir de 
la linealidad y los binarismos. 


Una vez construidos y durante varios ahos 
después, los bloques de Bellvitge se alzaron en 
medio de calles sin asfaltar que se convertian 
en un barrizal en las épocas de Iluvia. El barrio 
carecia de los servicios mas basicos. El movi- 
miento vecinal y sus formas de organizacién 
emergieron al calor de las reivindicaciones de 
infraestructuras y servicios directamente vin- 
culados al cuidado y la reproducci6dn de la 
vida (mercados, escuelas, centros médi- 
cos 0 guarderias, entre otros), reivindica- 
ciones que en numerosas ocasiones fue- 
ron protagonizadas por las mujeres. Estas 
luchas constituyen el mito fundacional del 
movimiento vecinal, la identidad y la memoria 
de Bellvitge se ha construido desde una pers- 
pectiva patriarcal que ha subalternizando e in- 
visibilizando el papel de las mujeres y de otros 
colectivos en el relato que se ha construido en 
un tono €pico y a veces autocomplaciente que 
por un lado, como deciamos, deja fuera de la 
representacion la intendencia de la batalla, to- 
dos aquellos trabajos propios de la retaguardia, 
y que, por el otro, anula en muchas ocasiones el 
analisis critico del pasado, necesario para arti- 
cular esa memoria histérica con las luchas del 
presente. 


En 2015 Bellvitge cumpli6 50 afios, con- 
tados a partir del momento en que se inicia la 
construcci6n de los primeros edificios sobre 
los terrenos anteriormente agricolas. Dos afos 
antes, en 2013, la Asociacié6n de Vecinos y el 
Centro de Estudios de LHospitalet convocaron 
a vecinos y vecinas a un grupo de trabajo, que 
se llamo Bellvitge 50, para pensar y organizar 
los actos de conmemoracidn del aniversario. 
Nuestra participacién en el grupo nos sirvidé para 
entender mejor las relaciones entre la construc- 
cidn de la memoria y el presente. Pudimos ob- 
servar, entre otras muchas cosas, cdmo se acti- 
van determinados mecanismos historiograficos 
y memoriales que son utilizados para legitimar 
la actual estructura de relaciones de poder. 


% Aunque la figura coémica del paleto 
cuenta con una larga tradicion literaria no deja de ser sig- 
nificativo su gran auge en el cine y la television entre los 
afos 50 y 70. 
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En 1964 un grupo de vecinos de La Bom- 
ba, inspirado por iniciativas como las de los ba- 
rraquistas de Casa Antunez, impulsa la consti- 
tucidén de la Cooperativa de Viviendas Obreras 
de La Bomba. Hacia finales de la década se 
habian instalado ya los ocupantes de los dos 
primeros bloques construidos por la coope- 
rativa: el edificio Zeus y el edificio Neptuno. 
Cabe preguntarse si la tipologia del poligono 
de viviendas y el bloque de pisos supusieron 
realmente una mejora frente a las casas de 
planta baja caracteristicas de los barrios au- 
toconstruidos ya que si bien la mejora en las 
condiciones higiénicas y de habitabilidad de 
los antiguos barraquistas resulta evidente, no 
se acostumbra a valorar de forma tan clara el 
empeoramiento que supuso, en términos de 
vinculos sociales y vida comunitaria, el paso de 
las barracas a los pisos. 


En su articulo tercero, los estatutos de la 
Cooperativa de Viviendas Obreras de La Bom- 
ba establecian que: 


«Son finalidades esenciales de la coo- 
perativa. 


a) El mejoramiento de la condici6n 
econoémica, social y cultural de sus 
asociados, promoviendo la supresion 
del lucro en las relaciones econdmicas 
de la sociedad. 


b) Contribuir a la difusién, ensefanza 

y formacion de las actividades coope- 
rativas y promover la asociacion 
cooperativa para cumplir objeti- 
vos industriales y de consumo. 
Al efecto realizara una campafhia 
previa de alfabetizacion entre sus 
asociados.» 


En el texto puede apreciarse que la coo- 
perativa no era tan sdlo un instrumento para 
acceder a lo que ya entonces se denominaba 
una «vivienda digna», sino que sus impulsores 
tenian un proyecto politico de transformacién 
social. El movimiento vecinal se articulé entorno 
ala reivindicacidn de bienes 0 servicios basicos, 
esto es verdad, pero no es toda la verdad. Como 
hemos visto ejemplificado en el caso de la Coo- 
perativa de Viviendas Obreras de La Bomba, en 
Bellvitge, como en otros barrios, las luchas por 
la vivienda, las infraestructuras, la salud, la edu- 
cacién o los suministros, se entreveran con pro- 
yectos politicos de distinto signo. En ocasiones, 
la conmemoraci6dn de los éxitos concretos del 
movimiento vecinal en los barrios —estrecha- 
mente vinculado a las movilizaciones obreras 
en los centros de trabajo— deja fuera del foco 
y nos hace olvidar su papel protagonista en el 
fin de la dictadura y la transicién hacia la demo- 
cracia. 


Resulta clave pensar que los barraquis- 
tas llevaron consigo a los poligonos de vivienda 
tanto sus modos de vida (en la medida en que 
podian ser desplegados en el nuevo entorno de 
los bloques) como las formas de organizaci6n 
que habian desarrollado, como su vision politica 
y social. 


La aportacién de los barraquistas es 
clave para entender el caracter y la evolu- 
cidn de los movimientos vecinales y la cultu- 
ra de barrios como Bellvitge, sin embargo la 
propuesta de prestar atencion y restituir ese 
legado encontré una oposicién decidida y 
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De nuevo, os envidio. En Cluj, 
ningun funcionario de la ciudad 
haria tales afirmaciones en 
publico. La raz6n no es solo el 
racismo estructural y cotidiano, 
combinado con la opresidn del 
estado neoliberal: la emancipa- 
cion de la clase trabajadora no 
es una narrativa politica produc- 
tiva para conseguir mas votos. 
Tengo curiosidad por conocer 
los antecedentes hist6ricos 
que permitieron tal milagro en 
Bellvitge. 
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La critica a los esfuerzos de 
superacion dirigidos a una idea 
de progreso individual es un te- 

rreno extremadamente sensible. 
éComo cuestionar el futuro sofia- 
do en aquellas noches en las que 

el frio entraba en la barraca? 


Cierto, poner énfasis en el 
progreso individual es profun- 
damente problematico siempre 
que esté regido por la narrativa 
liberal hegemonica. Lo que in- 
tentamos hacer (por ejemplo, en 
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provoco considerables fricciones en el marco 
de la comision para la organizaci6n de los ac- 
tos de conmemoraci6n del 50 aniversario de 
Bellvitge por parte de algunos miembros del 
grupo. Este sector, reducido pero muy influ- 
yente en las dinamicas del grupo, rechazaba 
la vinculaci6n de Bellvitge con las barriadas 
de barracas argumentando que el barrio se 
habia asociado en demasiadas ocasiones 
con ciertos aspectos indeseados: la pobreza, 
la delincuencia, la droga... y que el objetivo de 
la comisi6n era poner en valor aquellos as- 
pectos positivos del barrio y en especial los 
logros de su movimiento vecinal. Es del todo 
cierto que la imagen que histéricamente se 
ha construido de Bellvitge —como la de mu- 
chos otros barrios de las periferias urbanas— 
se focaliza en dichos aspectos considerados 
negativos ofreciendo una _ representacién 
simplificada de los mismos, y que deja fue- 
ra del relato otros que merecen igual aten- 
cidn y conocimiento. Los modos en que esa 
imagen del barrio —producida, proyectada y 
puesta en circulaci6n desde su exterior— ha 
sido recibida y procesada por sus habitantes 
son diversos y van desde la interiorizacién de 
quien, fuera del barrio intenta ocultar que vive 
en Bellvitge, hasta la apropiacién descarada y 
orgullosa del quinqui o la choni. En cualquier 
caso la negociaci6n con estas imagenes 
nunca es univoca y siempre resulta conflicti- 
va para el sujeto. En retrospectiva, podemos 
decir que contra la generaci6n que emigré 
desde el pueblo a la ciudad se han lanzado 
varios estigmas sucesivos: primero el de su 
origen rural, después el de vivir en un poligo- 
no de viviendas y, en algunos casos, el 

de haber sido barraquista. No en vano, 
desde que se puso en marcha el Taller 

de historia del CICdB ha sido frecuen- 

te encontrarnos con personas que no 
querian hablar publicamente de su pa- 
sado en La Bomba. 


Lo que nuestra propuesta de restituir la 
memoria de las barracas y su papel en la histo- 
ria de Bellvitge puso sobre la mesa en el con- 
texto de la comisi6n para la conmemoracién 
del 50 aniversario del barrio fue precisamente 
el conflicto entorno a la funcidn de las image- 
nes, las historias y la memoria. Para parte del 
grupo de trabajo, traer a colacién el recuerdo de 
las barracas era incompatible con el objetivo de 
construir una imagen positiva de Bellvitge que, 
en cierto modo, compensara décadas de estig- 
matizacion. 


En muchas otras ocasiones, tanto el relato 
sobre las barracas como sobre los movimientos 
vecinales coinciden en que se presentan como 
una historia de superacién, ya sea individual o 
colectiva. Por un lado, y en términos generales, 
esta historia se fundamenta en una idea de pro- 
greso segun la cual el pasado siempre fue peor 
que el presente; por otro lado, la historia de los 
esfuerzos realizados para superar las dificulta- 
des vendria a justificar el privilegio de disfrutar 
en exclusiva de las mejoras y derechos conquis- 
tados, negandolo a quienes, desde este punto 
de vista, no habrian luchado o no se habrian es- 
forzado lo suficiente para merecerlo*. Para otras 


4 Este es el mecanismo por el cual en 
muchos barrios como Bellvitge determinadas personas 
perciban como un agravio que otras personas “recién lle- 
gadas” (migrantes como ellas, por otro lado) disfruten de 
servicios publicos como escuelas 0 centros de salud por 
los que ellas tuvieron que pelear duramente. 
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personas, por el contrario, estos presuntos be- 
neficios no compensan la verglienza que les su- 
pone desvelar ciertos aspectos de su historia o 
su origen. 


Los relatos, las formas de entender el 
mundo imbuidas en ellos, asi como las sub- 
jetividades que permiten construir, no surgen 
de manera espontanea, sino que son el resul- 
tado de procesos hist6ricos en los que parti- 
cipan actores con intereses diversos y contra- 
puestos. Frente a la l6gica depredadora de la 
acumulacion capitalista y frente a la desigual 
estructura de relaciones de poder que la sos- 
tiene y que, a su vez, perpetua, pueden en- 
contrarse practicas y saberes que priorizan 
el sostenimiento de la vida y el cuidado; que 
construyen y su vez se despliegan en el mar- 
co de una economia moral centrada en el va- 
lor de uso y no en el de cambio; y que borran la 
division capitalista y patriarcal entre las esfe- 
ras de la producci6n y la reproducci6n. Estas 
practicas y saberes populares se han produ- 
cido y desplegado mediante un tipo de ins- 
tituciones, artefactos, ritos y habitos que les 
son propios y que, alo largo de la historia, han 
gozado de mejor o peor salud, dependiendo 
de la correlacién de fuerzas entre los distintos 
estamentos sociales. En el Taller de historia 
proponemos buscar los rastros de esas prac- 
ticas y saberes populares, y al mismo tiempo 
queremos que el propio taller devenga un es- 
pacio en el que se den nuevos haceres y se 
construyan nuevos relatos que pongan lo co- 
mun y la vida en el centro. 


La conmemoraci6n del 50 aniversa- 
rio de Bellvitge nos dio un pretexto para so- 
cializar estas inquietudes y debatir con 
nuestros vecinos y vecinas sobre cémo 
escribir nuestra historia para decidir so- 
bre nuestro presente y construir nuestro 
futuro. Los dispositivos formales, como 
la conferencia, la exposicidn o el libro, legiti- 
maban unas voces y unos relatos determina- 
dos y no otros; al mismo tiempo que impedian 
abrir un debate colectivo y critico sobre este 
mismo hecho.. Era asi como el relato hege- 
ménico, producido desde una posici6én y unos 
espacios autocomplacientes y pacificadores, 
excluia las historias disidentes e impedia que 
emergieran las miradas diversas que confor- 
man el territorio. El medio por el cual pudimos 
incidir en esta situacién fue un juego de rol en 
vivo: durante cuatro ahos organizamos, en co- 
laboraci6n con vecinos y vecinas, los tiempos 
y espacios necesarios para investigar colec- 
tivamente, guionizar escenas, disefhar perso- 
najes, construir atrezo y jugar en diferentes 
lugares. Abrimos un espacio en el barrio para 
pensar sobre nuestras historias, sobre el rela- 
to hegemonico de la historia del barrio, y ha- 
bilitamos medios inclusivos y plurales que nos 
posibilitaban deconstruir la historia aprendida 
para intuir alternativas y divergencias que ha- 
biamos perdido de vista al haber sido coloca- 
das fuera del marco de la representacion.. 


La historia de Bellvitge, de la ciudad 
formal, es lo que nos llevé a mirar hacia las 
autoconstrucciones que desde principios de 
siglo se alzaron al sur de la Gran Via, en la ma- 
rina de LHospitalet. Una mirada que también 
se ha fijado en las formas de organizaci6n de 
esa ciudad informal que con tanto empefio se 
ha intentado borrar de nuestros mapas. 


nuestros concursos Ghetto Got 
Talent) fue fomentar la reivindi- 
cacion de valores aut6nomos, 
significados autonomos que 
contribuirian al surgimiento de 
contrapublicos, contraculturas, 
regimenes alternativos de pro- 
duccion de significado. 
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Lacho Baji Cali es la asociacién gitana de 
LHospitalet, situada en el Gornal. Fue creada en 
los afos 90 por mujeres gitanas del barrio. La- 
cho baji cali quiere decir en cald' “la buena suer- 
te gitana”. Este nombre es casi el Unico rastro 
de los asentamientos gitanos al sur de la Gran 
Via ya que Lacho Baji fue el nombre de la es- 
cuela que se autoconstruy6 en el barrio de La 
Cadena, en los terrenos donde hoy se levanta 
el Distrito Econémico de LHospitalet. Cuando 
empezamos a preguntarnos por esa escue- 
la, nos metimos de lleno a indagar sobre esos 
asentamientos y sobre las formas de vida vincu- 
ladas a estos. 


'Variedad del romani que hablan los gitanos de 
Espafa, Francia, Portugal y Brasil. 
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El CICdB (Centro de Interpretacién de la 
Ciudad desde la Barraca) ha sido el instrumen- 
to que hemos impulsado para poner en juego 
una mirada sobre la ciudad informal que no se 
limite a la restituci6n y reconocimiento de la 
existencia del “barraquismo” en la ciudad. Una 
mirada que entienda y ponga de relieve que en 
esa desaparicién se da la voluntad de borrar 
los saberes, éticas y estéticas de las barriadas 
de barracas, unos modelos y practicas que po- 
nen en crisis los de la ciudad formal. 


La restituci6n no pasa por un reconoci- 
miento celebratorio y nostalgico de un pasado, 
sino por problematizar la amnesia y la desapa- 
ricidn, con una mirada que interpele al presente 
desde el conflicto. 


Ww f 
El taller de historia. 


En 2016 se inicia el Taller de historia. El taller in- 
tenta construir un espacio y un tiempo en los barrios de 
Bellvitge y el Gornal para pensar sobre su historia, para 
poder cuestionar algunos de los relatos que sobre estos 
barrios se reproducen y circulan y que, en definitiva, res- 
ponden a un objetivo pacificador'. 


Ya en las propias formas de hacer historia hemos 
naturalizado practicas extraccionistas: frente a la figura 
del experto, las clases populares nos creemos incapa- 
ces de narrar nuestras propias historias, de desafiar el 
lenguaje y las normas que usurpan nuestra autonomia; 
incapaces de restituir la capacidad de construir 
imaginarios que retan a los discursos dominantes. 


El sistema ha sido tan efectivo que es 
habitual encontrar el desprecio de las personas 
hacia sus propias vidas: —Para qué quieres que 
cuente mi vida, si no hice nada importante —Nos 
dice una vecina. También es curioso el sesgo de 
género que invisibiliza aun mas todas aquellas practicas 
vinculadas a la esfera doméstica. 


—Yo sélo era una mas, hacia lo que todas, en casa, 
los nifos. 


En nuestro caso, la gente siente El taller de historia se formaliza una tarde por se- 
a menudo que contar su historia ana, y durante un par de horas nos convocamos para 
compartir y pensar sobre qué significa la historia de la ciu- 
dad informal. Hay dias en que la gente llega y explica su 
primer dia de clase, un accidente que le impact, olores, 
comidas, fiestas... las conversaciones suelen acabar en el 
a narrar su pasado no solo es presente con reflexiones y opiniones sobre las posiciones 

una experiencia traumatica, que tenemos en temas de actualidad. En el taller ya somos 
sino que también les exponia _ UN poco familia, nos conocemos y acogemos a las nuevas 
o alas visitas curiosas que se acercan a ver qué hacemos. 


los rebaja aun mas en el esca- 
lon social. La gente a menudo 
nos decia que recordar y volver 


socialmente. La invisibilidad 
se internaliza como tactica de Hemos ido probando lugares: el Centro civico de 


Gornal, el Centro Cultural de Bellvitge, el espacio de La- 
Fundicié en Prado 11, el casal de gente mayor. Tenemos 
un espiritu inquieto o ndmada. Quizas estos espacios no 
llegan a adaptarse al lugar que el taller de historia quiere 
construir. Muchas veces el taller nos invita a colocarnos 
en la calle y durante un tiempo pensamos en cémo in- 
cluirlo en el mercadillo ambulante que hay en el barrio 
todos los viernes. En otro momento nos emocionamos 
con la posibilidad de auto-construirnos nuestra barraca, 
entre otras muchas cosas, como sede de nuestro archivo 
informal, un espacio desde el que restituir una capacidad 
que se nos ha quitado, la de poder construir nuestra casa. 


supervivencia. 


Las ideas aparecen y cuando no hay posibilidad 
de realizarlas, descansan a un lado, listas para aprove- 
char en el momento que aparezca una oportunidad. 


i El Taller de Historia Oral Andina/Qhip 
nayra ufitasa nayragatar sarafia (THOA), creado en Bolivia 
en 1983, ha sido una de las experiencias que nos ha servi- 
do de referencia. El THOA lo conforma un grupo de traba- 
jo indigena que reune investigadores aymara-ghichwas y 
urus con el objetivo de investigar, difundir y revitalizar la 
cultura, la historia y la identidad de los pueblos indigenas 
de los Andes. 


éHan surgido historias contradic- 
torias?gComo lo abordasteis? 


El calor informal de una comu- 
nidad de memoria fue una de 
las grandes experiencias que 

aprendimos al aplicar la meto- 

dologia de los “talleres de his- 

toria” de los barrios informales 

de LaFundicio para cartografiar 
colectivamente el barrio chino 

en la zona oriental de Lisboa. 


e 


r e 


Bitacora del Taller de historia. 
rimeras anotaciones 


30.10.2015 — primer 
dia del Taller de 
historia 


El pasado viernes 30 de octubre inicia- 
mos en el Centre Cultural Bellvitge-Gornal el 
taller de historia sobre el barrio de La Bom- 
ba. El taller quiere ser un lugar de encuentro 
y discusi6n abierto a todas aquellas personas 
que habitaron la barriada de La Bomba para 
construir y preservar sus historias, asi como 
para reflexionar sobre nuestro presente. 


En este primer encuentro, con la ayuda 
de Carmen y Miguel Frit Morales, intentamos 
ubicar sobre una gran hoja de papel —prime- 
ro con posits de colores que nos permitian ir 
moviendo y corrigiendo conforme ibamos ha- 
ciendo-— las calles del barrio: sehalamos con 
posits azules la calle Principal, la calle Vaque- 
ria, la calle Acequia, la calle Rodamientos, la 
calle Trovador y los pasillos sin nombre que 
entraban y salfan de cada una de ellas. Por 
otro lado, las casas, comercios y familias que 
conformaban el barrio (marcados con pésits 
de color rosa): el Bar Kiko, la escuela, la igle- 
sia, los columpios, la tienda de ultramarinos... 
de algunas familias sélo se recordaba el mote 
y se discuti6 si era pertinente o no ponerlo por 
si alguien pudiera ofenderse. 


A la sesi6n se sumaron Manuel Do- 
minguez, historiador y miembro del Centre 
d’Estudis de LHospitalet y Jordi Raventés, 
profesor de musica en un instituto en Saba- 
dell. Manuel se interes6 por cuestiones como 
éDonde iba la gente de la Bomba al cineoa 
comprar?éla mayoria provenian de un mis- 
mo lugar de origen? o ¢ddnde trabajaban los 
hombres y mujeres del barrio? entre otras 

cuestiones Jordi, interesado por la musi- 
ca, escuché atento las explicaciones de 
Miguel sobre la coleccién de discos y el 
tocadiscos heredado de su padre con el 
que escuchaban musica en su casa de 
la calle Vaqueria y sobre las emisiones 
de radio que recordaba, como la del programa 
Andalucia en Catalufia, de radio Miramar. 


Con posits amarillos comenzamos a 
recoger algunos acontecimientos y temas 
que aparecian en la conversaci6n, centrando- 
nos en la década de los 60: las inundaciones, 
las acciones de la brigada que tiraba abajo las 
casas, el corte de la Gran Via con el Padre Ma- 
nel a la cabeza o el frio del invierno. 


03.02.2016 


Hoy nos sentamos alrededor de la 
mesa Antonio Martin Tejero, Rosita Osorio, 
Carmen y Miguel Frit y Narciso Osorio. An- 
tonio trajo un libro sobre el barrio del Gornal, 
en el libro hay una foto en que aparece él con 
otros hombres hablando desde una mesa en 
una especie de asamblea, es uno de los mo- 
mentos en los que La Bomba se organizaba 
para reclamar los pisos que se estaban cons- 
truyendo en el Poligono, abre el libro encima 
de la mesa y empieza a hablar. 


—Llegué solo de Marinaleda (Sevilla) a 
Barcelona, llegué a Arco de Triunfo y un ami- 
go me acompano a Plaza Urquinaona donde 
estaban los prestamistas, lo que ahora son 
las ETT, entonces ilegales, alli te daban tra- 
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A pesar de la enorme presen- 
cia en la ciudad de Lisboa de 
personas originarias de zonas 
rurales, la radio nacional (la uni- 
ca existente en Portugal hasta 
la revoluci6n de 1974) estaba 
marcada por una programacion 
urbanocéntrica. Un ejemplo 
claro de esta tendencia esta 
relacionada con el fado, un tipo 
de cancion popular de Lisboa 
retransmitida masivamente 

en la radio de los afos 50-70, 
que acabo por penetrar en el 
imaginario de muchos de los 
emigrantes oriundos de la sierra 
de Montemuro. 


® 
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El negocio de los subalquile- 
res de camas y barracas era 
también una de las caracteris- 
ticas existentes en los barrios 
de barracas de la zona oriental 
de Lisboa. Normalmente los 
subalquileres estaban controla- 
dos por quienes habjian Ilegado 
primero al barrio, los cuales 
usaban el circulo de familia- 
res y paisanos para conseguir 
“clientes” que necesitaban de 
un techo para dormir. 


Me pregunto si el padre Manel 
surgi6 como un lider informal 
(espiritual) en la comunidad. 
Conozco un caso similar en Pata 
Rat, donde el pastor (Sr. Mihai) 
se convirtid en una especie de 
Moisés de la comunidad. Inclu- 
so podria haberse (auto)desig- 
nado a si mismo para hablar con 
el alcalde; sin embargo, no sé si 
esto Ilego a suceder realmente. 
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bajo por 15 pesetas al dia, 350 pesetas a la 
semana. 


Me instalé en la calle Tarantana, 7 (ca- 
rrer d’En Tantarantana). En la casa vivian un 
matrimonio, Antonio y no me acuerdo del 
nombre de su mujer, con sus siete u ocho hi- 
jos y realquilaban camas, éramos unas die- 
ciocho personas en el piso, en un momento 
lleg6 un primo de Antonio Martin y como ya no 
habia sitio dormia en la mecedora. 


En el hueco de /a escalera dormia un 
gallego; cuando muridé le encontraron me- 
dio mill6n de pesetas escondido debajo del 
sombrero. 


Te duchabas una vez a la semana y ha- 
bia bafios publicos en La Bordeta y Plaza Ur- 
quinaona. 


La mujer de Antonio Martin se llama 
Antonia Pérez, ella vino a Barcelona a servir 
desde Moreda (Granada). Las sirvientas salfan 
al paseo el jueves por la tarde un ratito y otro 
ratito el domingo. 


Antonio y Antonia se casaron y se fue- 
ron a vivir a Pubilla Casas (LHospitalet) a la 
casa de un hermano soltero de Antonia que 
vivia solo y que les invit6 a compartir piso para 
poder ahorrar para su casa. 


En 1965 se trasladaron a la Bomba, al- 
quilaron una casa a Antonio Escofet que vivia 
en la Avenida Montserrat de Barcelona y era 
propietario de varias viviendas del barrio, por 
150 pesetas al mes. Mas tarde tendran a sus 
dos hijos José Antonio y Mari Carmen. 


—El cura Manel Rius i Buxadera 
de la iglesia de Santa Eulalia y de la igle- 
sia de Can Pi, la iglesia de Santa Juana 
de Arco, fue una persona con ideales 
de izquierdas que movilizo al barrio, te- 
nia novia y al final colgo los habitos y se 
caso. 


En la iglesia se hacian reuniones clan- 
destinas, mi mujer se sentaba en la puerta a 
hacer ganchillo y esperarme. Mi madre no sa- 
bia de mis andares, ella tenia mucho miedo 
porque mi padre estuvo en un campo de con- 
centracion y no queria yo hacerla sufrir. Cuan- 
do acababa la reunion salfa el cura a fumar, 
noche oscura, y si no habia nadie de una zan- 
cada saltaba y salia corriendo hacia mi casa. 


—Hubo una asamblea, no sé si inter- 
vine, iba pensando cuando venia hacia aqui, 
pero la memoria es asi, y no recuerdo si in- 
tervine o no. 


Al acabar la asamblea el padre Ma- 
nel me pregunto: —éMartin te ha gustado la 
asamblea? —S/ padre, si, pero una cosa padre 
Manel, estamos aqui como en América los 
negros y los blancos y aqui tenemos que estar 
todos a una, hacer un camino. 


Para acceder a la barraca se hizo un 
traspaso del alquiler, el Mafio se iba a Bellvit- 
ge y queria traspasar la barraca, Pepe le dijo a 
Martin que le prestaba el dinero sin intereses, 
eran 35.000 pesetas y una paga y sefal de 
5.000 pesetas. Quien le vendio la barraca era 
Francisco Soler. 


En enero de 1976 Salvador Sanchez-Te- 
ran se traslada a Barcelona como gobernador 
civil de la ciudad. 

Hay una discusion en el taller entre Ro- 
sita Osorio y Martin por el relato sobre la rei- 
vindicacién de los pisos. La historia de Rosita 
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habla de tres mujeres, entre las que estaba 
ella, que se pasaron dias yendo y viniendo al 
ayuntamiento y peleando los pisos nuevos, 
frente a la burla de Ixs vecinxs mas acomo- 
dadxs, que se refan de ellas: —Si, si, si, que os 
van a dar casas. 


La historia de Martin coloca a los hom- 
bres como protagonistas en la clandestinidad: 
—éD6nde estabais vosotras por la noche? En 
tu casa durmiendo?. 


Se dieron diferentes movilizaciones, la 
primera, la que reubico en Bellvitge a los coo- 
perativistas de La Bomba sobre el 1967, la se- 
gunda de la que hablan Martin y Rosita es la 
que se da en 1976 con el traslado al Gornal y 
donde se diferencia entre barraquistas: aque- 
los que autoconstruyeron o eran “propieta- 
rixs” de sus casas (como Rosita) y aquellos 
que eran arrendatarios (como Martin). 


Martin explica una reunién con el Go- 
bernador de Barcelona, Salvador Sanchez-Te- 
ran. Los inquilinos no tenian asegurada la vi- 
vienda, no querian dar las llaves de sus casas 
en la Bomba por miedo, ese dia se reunen con 
el gobernador para explicarle la situacién y 
asiste Mercedes Gonzalez abogada del ayun- 
tamiento de LHospitalet. 


—Yo le pregunté al gobernador: usted 
tiene hijos? — El gobernador me dijo: —Si. Yo 
le dije: —Me alegro, yo también, un nifio y una 
nifia. gY qué va a pasar con ellos, ahora que 
tiran la mitad de las barracas, a qué escue- 
la van a ir, COémo va a quedar el barrio? Y el 
ayuntamiento éno nos da pisos a los arren- 

datarios? La abogada del ayuntamiento 

dijo: —Eso no es verdad. El gobernador 
dio un golpe en la mesa y Ia hizo callar. 


Yo estaba muy satisfecho. De alli 
nos fuimos al ayuntamiento y el alcalde 
se comprometio a que se /e solicitara al 

gobernador otro lote de 40 viviendas para los 
arrendatarios. Luego me enteré que no fue- 
ron 40, que fueron 80 y que /as otras 40 las 
repartieron entre los suyos. Una de mis ve- 
cinas, hermana soltera de una profesora de 
piano de la hija del alcalde, un guardia civil... 
y asi. Las llaves de los pisos se dieron en el 
ayuntamiento. Se le dijo a la gente: —Quien no 
tenga dinero que vaya y lo pida en la Caja del 
Monte de Piedad. Luego en /a tercera planta 
del ayuntamiento daban las Ilaves. 


Martin cuenta c6mo sudaba de la emo- 
ciédn. Nos explica cémo Illoré6 con su mujer 
cuando entr6 en el piso y vio a sus dos hijos 
en la bafiera. 


Rosita Osorio explica c6mo un sefior 
pelirrojo le dijo a su madre cuando la echa- 
ron de la primera barraca en la Sangonera 
con todos sus hijos:—Ande, vaya a la Bomba 
y busque una barraca, alla estan vendiendo 
una. Y le indic6d. 


La madre de Rosita fue y la compr6é 
por 1.000 pesetas. El sefor del pelo rojo del 
ayuntamiento le pidid que se la ensefara. 
Cuando vio la barraca con dos habitaciones 
y le pregunt6 cuanto habia pagado, le dijo a 
la sefora: —Devuelva esa barraca y busque- 
se una cuadra. Y eso fue lo que hizo la madre 
de Rosita. 


De repente, aparece en la conversaci6n 
una historia sobre el locutor Joaquim Soler 
Serrano. La mujer de Martin limpiaba en una 
casa donde se entero de la historia; tenia que 
ver con la recogida de dinero de las riadas del 
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Es muy interesante como la 
percepcion de los espacios y 
las distancias no es univoca ni 
inmutable. gRealmente tene- 
mos que medir y localizar con 
precision lo que es diafano en la 
memoria? 


Todos los barrios tienen sus 
personajes. Por ejemplo, Joa- 
quim Ferreira, un habitante del 
barrio chino, nos cont6 que su 
hermano mudo era el limpia- 
botas del barrio y que gustaba 
a todo el mundo. Acab6 siendo 
atropellado por un coche cuyo 
conductor se dio a la fuga y 
hasta hoy se desconoce quién 
fue el autor. 
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62, una querida y el piso que le puso, y una 
trata de blancas en los subterraneos de los 
almacenes el Aguila, que estaban en la Calle 
Pelayo. Martin no dejaba a su entonces novia 
entrar sola ni a probarse un sostén. 


13.04.2016 


Nos encontramos con Miguel y Car- 
men Frit, Marcos y Joaquin, mas tarde llegara 
Ferran. 


Mari Carmen empieza a recordar como 
fregaba los platos en la Bomba, los galgos que 
se paseaban por la Gran Via, e intenta calcu- 
lar a partir de distancias entre lugares dénde 
estaria ubicada su casa (el otro dia, durante la 
ruta hubo discrepancias sobre si la Bomba se 
ubicaba donde en la actualidad esta el centro 
comercial Gran Via 2 o si por el contrario, no). 


Desde la Gran Via a su casa calcula 300 
metros; de su casa al Mercado de Santa Eu- 
lalia, en el que trabajaba, tardaba 15 minutos 
en llegar caminando. 


La chica que nos recibe en la conserje- 
rfa del centro civico donde nos encontramos 
es la ex-yerna de /a Guarra. Paco e/ Largo era 
el hermano de /a Guarra. Carmen dice que si, 
Miguel dice que no. 


La calle principal no dejaba ver las casas, 
habia vallas de madera que daban a los 
patios y al fondo estaban las casas. Car- 
men suefia muchas veces con esa calle. 


Una de las historias que apare- 
cen frecuentemente cuando nos situa- 
mos en la calle principal que se bifurca 
y da paso a la calle Vaqueria a la izquierda y 
a la calle Acequia a la derecha, es la historia 
del sefor que se quedé pegado al palo de la 
luz que habia en la entrada. —Eramos nifios y 
esas cosas impactan. 


Miguel recuerda cOmo subian por el 
palo, no era con una escalera sino con unos 
zuecos de madera que tenian unas cuchillas y 
que iban clavando conforme iban ascendien- 
do por el poste de la luz. 


—La gente se ha quitado muchos pre- 
juicios. Dice Carmen. 


El ciego Alfredo también es un perso- 
naje que va apareciendo. Dolores Frit lo lle- 
vaba al cine Constelacién' y le contaba las 
peliculas. Decian que era comandante del 
ejército, pero no saben de qué bando y vendia 
cupones. 


Llega Ferran Vives, trae un par de fotos 
que ha tomado de un lavadero y de un soporte 
que servia para sostener los mddulos prefa- 
bricados de los pisos de Bellvitge. 


Miguel y Carmen comienzan a recordar 
los animales que habia en la casa. Carmen 
recuerda un caballo que a ella le imponia y 


1 El Constelacion fue un cine y teatro de 
variedades abierto en los afos 60 en el barrio de Santa 
Eulalia, en LHospitalet. La sala ofrecia habitualmente se- 
siones dobles de cine y en ella actuaron artistas de renom- 
bre como Antonio Molina o Manolo Escobar. Era conocido 
por algunos vecinos como “el cine de los basureros”. 
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le daba miedo pero se acercaba a 4l y le pre- 
guntaba: —sPequefio me quieres? —y el caba- 
Ilo movia la cabeza con un gesto que parecia 
sentimiento. Miguel recuerda el nombre del 
burro: Vinagre. 


Marcos pregunta si podrian ubicar la 
fecha en la que tuvieron la primera television y 
qué series 0 programas veian. 


Carmen cree que lo primero que vio en 
la tele fue un partido de Cruyff. Miguel dice 
que fue mucho antes y que veian La Podero- 
sa. Compraron la tele en la tienda Amplifica- 
dores Rodriguez. 

Algunos de los motes del barrio salian 
de referentes televisivos: —La Miguelito se /la- 
maba asi por la serie de Jim West?. 


El tio Aquiles, el Capitan Tang, Narciso 
lbafiez Serrador y las Historias para no dormir. 


Las mujeres compraban El Caso y ha- 
cian sus corrillos. Carmen las recuerda ha- 
blando de sexo: —La primera vez lo que san- 
gras y lo que duele. 


05.2016 


Este viernes se sumaron a Carmen y 
Miguel, su hermana Dolores, Ramoni y Eva 
Ruiz, de la calle Acequia, y Conxa Raspall, que 
vivid en la calle Fisica. 


Ramoni explic6 que la primera vez que 
vino a la barrida de la Bomba fue de vacacio- 
nes con catorce afhos a casa de su tia, des- 
pués volvid con su hermana dos afios des- 
pués desde Linares, ya con la intencién de 
quedarse. Ella y Eva vivian cada una en las 
casas colindantes de las primas, hasta que 


2 Serie de TV (1965-1969). 104 episodios. Inspirada 
por el gran éxito de James Bond, Jim West (titulo en los pai- 
ses de habla hispana), traslada las aventuras de un agente 
secreto y su ayudante al lejano Oeste americano. James 
T. West (Robert Conrad) y Artemius Gordon (Ross Martin), 
maestro de los disfraces, tienen su cuartel general en el 
vagon de un tren privado y disponen de una serie de arti- 
lugios muy avanzados para la época, de los que se sirven 
para llevar a cabo sus arriesgadas misiones secretas. 


40) 


En la playa de Casa Antunez con 
el burro Vinagre. Archivo familia 
Frit. 
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convencieron a su padre para que viajara con 
el resto de la familia. Ramoni recuerda c6émo 
su padre lleg6 ala Bomba y esa misma noche 
Ixs vecinxs se organizaron para ayudarle a le- 
vantar la casa que por la mafiana ya era una 
mas de la calle Acequia. 


Entre los acontecimientos que marcan 
la historia de la barriada se recuerda el cine de 
verano que se montaba frente al bar del Ca- 
nuto. Eva recordaba que las peliculas venian 
todas rayadas pero que lo disfrutaban igual. 
Las casualidades de la vida hicieron que, mas 
tarde, el que fuera marido de Ramoni le con- 
tara que él era el que le pasaba las peliculas a 
un amigo suyo del barrio para que vieran cine 
en la Bomba. 


Conxa Raspall vivia en la calle Fisica, 
entre La Bomba y Can Pi. Ella coloca en el 
mapa los comercios y vecinxs de esa zona. 
Nos ayudamos de un documento del Archivo 
Municipal de L'Hospitalet de 1969, en el que 
aparece un listado de comercios del Poligono 
Pedrosa, con el nombre del propietario, la ca- 
lle y el ndmero de trabajadores. El documento 
nos facilita el dar nombre y apellidos a algu- 
nas de las personas que conocemos por los 
motes o hacer aparecer a aquellxs de Ixs que 
nos olvidamos. 


La familia Frit Morales ha traido hoy 
sus documentos familiares: el libro de fami- 
lia, el cambio de padrén de la calle Vaqueria 
al Poligono Gornal, el carnet de vendedora de 
cupones de su abuela materna y muchisimas 
fotografias. 


06.2016 


Miguel Frit llega sobre las seis y cuarto, 
un ratito después, su hermana Mari Carmen. 
Ella me habia enviado un mensaje pregun- 
tandome si pensaba que podiamos salir a la 
calle, porque desde las seis no habia llegado 
nadie. 


El tema de salir a la calle se hace com- 
plicado cuando la gente llega por primera vez 
al centro civico y empieza a compartir su his- 
toria en un espacio mas intimo que facilita el 
cuidado a la hora de acoger a las personas. 
En la calle es una cuestiédn mas de difusi6n, 
de desborde, de muchas historias que se en- 
cuentran y se dan a la vez. 


Miguel y Carmen empiezan a hablar de 
la escuela Calvo Sotelo y del eucalipto que 
habia en el patio. 


Un sefior se asoma ala sala, se marcha, 
unos minutos después vuelve a asomar. 


—éSois Bomberos? jSois muy jovenes 
para ser bomberos! 


EI sefior llega risuefio, lleno de energia 
y emocion, viene de Sant Feliu, su hija le avi- 
s6 de que se estaba haciendo un taller sobre 
la historia de la Bomba y él no se lo crefa. Se 
llama José Maria Cobo. 


José Maria es originario de Granada, de 
Torre-Cardela. Llegé ala Bomba en marzo de 
1952, tenia siete afos. Vivid en la Bomba has- 
ta diciembre de 1955, cuando les dieron las 
llaves del piso en los Bloques Onésimo Re- 
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dondo, de La Florida. En el primer sorteo de 
llaves no tuvieron suerte, pero se hizo un se- 
gundo sorteo y ahi les tocé el piso. 


En los bloques estuvo viviendo hasta 
1983. Vivia en el numero 16. En el 17 atin tiene 
que vivir uno de sus vecinos que también ve- 
nia de la Bomba, no recuerda el nombre. 


José Maria recuerda su llegada a Bar- 
celona. Tenian una tia que vivia en Barcelona, 
en la calle Borrell esquina con Sepulveda. Tar- 
daron dos dias en llegar del pueblo a casa de 
su tia, donde eran un porr6n, asi que su padre 
salia a buscar por aqui y alla hasta que com- 
pro la barraca en La Bomba. 


—Mi casa estaba justo donde estaba la 
iglesia. No se si os acordaréis del Peret. Hay 
una anécdota y es que haciendo maniobras 
con el carro y los caballos, el Peret echo hacia 
atras y derrumb6 la mitad de nuestra barraca. 


Le pregunto a José Maria si tiene fotos 
o documentos de entonces. Se entristece y 
comparte que no tiene ninguna imagen y que 
hay una que recuerda y que daria lo que fuera 
por poder recuperar. Su padre y su hermano 
de pie frente a la barraca. 


—Yo recuerdo una imagen de mi padre, 
cogido de la mano de mi hermano frente a 
la entrada de la barraca jlo que daria por esa 
fotografia! 


Comienza a recordar una historia, la 
historia tiene que ver con una lata de leche 
condensada. 


—Cuando tenias una lata de leche 
condensada era un tesoro. Entonces 
comprabas 20 céntimos de carburo. 
Ponias agua y el carburo y lo enterrabas 

en la tierra. Entonces salia el gas y eso salia 
volando unos 15 o 20 centimetros. Mi herma- 
no con 4 afios Io hizo, eso salid volando y le 
partio el labio. 


La hermana de Jose Maria, Carmen 
Cobo, se cas6 con otro vecino de la barria- 
da, Daniel Cuello. La familia Cuello quizas se 
recuerda por un accidente. Blasinda Cuello, 
hermana de Daniel, tenia un nifio de tres o 
cuatro ahos que, estando en la entrada del 
cine Vitoria, lo atropell6 un camion. 


José Maria mira el plano que tenemos 
sobre la mesa, intenta ubicar su casa y reco- 
nocer algunos de los espacios. Sefiala el bar 
del Canuto y recuerda la bomba de agua. Co- 
mienza a recordar uno de los momentos que 
vivid que mas le impacto, frente a la tienda del 
sefior Daniel, en una plazoleta con otra bom- 
ba de agua. 


—Habia una barraquita y una sefio- 
ra muy poca cosa que estaba embarazada y 
que ya tenia dos o tres hijos. Ella estaba en 
la puerta cuando Ilegaron unos sefores que 
no sé si eran o no de /a administracion, de- 
bian ser, pero no venian por mandato oficial, 
venian a extorsionarla y a tirarle la barraca. En 
esas, salid el sefior Daniel a la calle con un 
cuchillo en la mano y se fueron. 


José Maria regresa al mapa. Cuando él 
estaba en la Bomba, 


—La iglesia era un chambao, vamos que 
no era iglesia, las misas se hacfan en la calle. 


Para nosotros fue dificil conse- 
guir fotos de la vida cotidiana 

en los barrios de barracas de la 
zona oriental de Lisboa. Apenas 
dos personas (de quince) con- 
siguieron encontrar algunas y 
aquellas a las que tuvimos acce- 
so fueron cedidas por la coo- 
perativa de vivienda del barrio y 
por una fundacion privada. 
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Donde estaba Ia iglesia era la Barraca de So- 
corro, era viuda, trabajaba en la limpieza del 
metro y tenia varios hijos: Tobalina, que era la 
mayor, Antonio, Miguel, Ricardo... 


En 1956 sélo habia una bomba de agua 
en el barrio, iban a buscar el agua a Santa Eu- 
lalia, a la calle Aprestadora. Y el pan ala Calle 
Moderna. José Maria vio como intentaban ha- 
cer una bomba de agua en el barrio. 


—Yo he visto eso, era un tripode y un ci- 
lindro de unos 23 0 25 centimetros de grueso, 
un tubo de hierro y una chapa agujereada que 
se clavaba en /a tierra y se empezaba a perfo- 
rar y girar para que saliera el agua. —La que él 
vio hacer no funciono. 

Intentando recordar el nimero de su 
casa recuerda la direccién que aparecia en 
las cartas: La Bomba continuaci6én Pareto, 16. 


Llega Antonio Villegas, hoy se tiene que 
ir pronto porque su suegro esta en el hospital. 
Trae un texto que ha escrito sobre su histo- 
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ria en la Bomba. Hablando del tema del agua 
explica c6mo regaban el huerto: por la no- 
che sacaban una manguera y cuando todo el 
mundo dormia regaban. 


Carmen Frit habla del armario de su tio 
Paco, un armario que abrias y estaba Illeno de 
fotos de artistas del Constelacidn. 


José Maria saca el tema de los cémics, 
habla de Diego Valor?, que tuvo mucho éxito y 
que estaba basado en una novela radiada. Por 
la radio primero daban Cascabel y luego Die- 
go Valor. Empieza a recordar la musica de la 
novela: —Era una musica cldasica jalucinabas! 
—Y empieza a tararearla. 


3 Diego Valor fue un serial radiofonico emitido por 
la Cadena SER desde finales de 1953 hasta 1958, que seria 
posteriormente adaptado al comic (1954-58). Esta inspira- 
do, a su vez, en la serie de cémic inglesa Dan Dare y narra 
las aventuras futuristas del héroe homénimo. 


Era exactamente Io que sucedia 
en los barrios de barracas de 
Lisboa: estando habitadas, la 

policia no desalojaba las barra- 
cas. Por esa razon las barracas 
se construian muchas veces de 
noche y apenas con un colchon 
en su interior de manera que su 

uso pudiera ser probado. 


Mas del 80% de los habitantes 
del gueto de Pata Rat llegaron 
alli como consecuencia de un 

desalojo. En su mayoria eran ha- 
bitantes de la ciudad que fueron 
empujados més alla de los limi- 
tes de la sociedad (visible). Sus 
economias informales son solo 
una parte de una construcci6n 
social paralela, una conciencia 
social y una realidad alternati- 
vas. Esto (esperamos) puede 
promoverse para devenir la 
columna vertebral de una accion 
emancipadora y aut6énoma. 
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La barraca 


Podriamos decir que la construccié6n de 
la propia vivienda es, precisamente, la practi- 
ca cultural mas caracteristica de la ciudad in- 
formal. En la Bomba éste era siempre un acto 
colectivo: habitualmente, familiares 0 paisanxs 
que habian Ilegado antes al barrio ayudaban 
en la construccién. En muchas ocasiones las 
casas se construian de noche para evitar que 
la policia detuviera la obra. Una vez erigidos 
los muros y colocado un precario techo 
—usualmente unas planchas de uralita y 
tela asfaltica aguantados por el peso de 
algunas piedras— era infrecuente que las 
autoridades desalojasen a los ocupantes 
y derribaran la barraca. 


Segun UN-Habitat, en 2016 una de cada 
ocho personas en el planeta vivia en asenta- 
mientos informales. La auto-construcci6n de 
la propia vivienda es hoy en el mundo, como lo 
fue durante la primera mitad del siglo XX en las 
periferias urbanas de ciudades como Madrid y 
Barcelona, una de las formas, si no la principal, 
en la que muchas personas sin recursos eco- 
ndmicos, en su mayoria migrantes provenien- 
tes de zonas rurales, pueden asegurarse este 
bien de primera necesidad. Huelga decir que 
la existencia de los asentamientos informales 
esta histéricamente vinculada al empobreci- 
miento del campesinado y de las clases popu- 
lares. Los asentamientos informales adolecen 
en muchos casos de las minimas condiciones 
de habitabilidad: agua corriente, alcantari- 
llado, aislamiento térmico en las casas... Sin 
embargo, allf donde las comunidades que los 
habitan han consolidado formas de organiza- 
cidn colectiva yeconomias —en muchos casos 
también informales— que les han permitido 
permanecer, resistiendo en muchos casos a 
las medidas con las que, bajo el pretexto higie- 
nista, se les pretende expulsar, los habitantes 
de los asentamientos informales han podido 
introducir paulatinas mejoras y alcanzar nive- 
les de habitabilidad homologables a los de la 
ciudad formal. Es en algunos aspectos y hasta 
cierto punto el caso de barriadas como la Bom- 
ba. Es por este motivo que muchos vecinos y 
vecinas de estas barriadas no se refieren a su 
casa como una barraca, sino como una casa. 


Sin embargo, mas alla de que las con- 
diciones materiales de existencia que puedan 


alcanzarse en los asentamientos informales, 
encontramos en ellos practicas constructivas y 
modos de hacer ciudad con virtudes de las que 
carece la ciudad planificada, en especial la po- 
sibilidad de sus habitantes de decidir auténo- 
mamente sobre el propio entorno construido y 
de modificarlo en base a las propias necesida- 
des de la comunidad. 


En 2017 la Municipalidad de Buenos Ai- 
res contrat6 al estudio de arquitectura 
danés Gehl para ayudar a redisefar la 
Villa 31, uno de los asentamientos infor- 
males mas conocidos de la metrdpolis 
argentina. Fabian Dejtiar, miembro del 
estudio, escribe en un articulo titulado La 
paradoja de abrazar la informalidad': 


La Villa 31 es uno de los vecindarios mas 
interesantes y vibrantes de Buenos Ai- 
res. Posee la granularidad y la escala de 
los asentamientos medievales a los que 
acuden en masa los turistas en lugares 
como Siena, Italia. Posee esa vida en 

la calle, con nifios corriendo y jugando, 
a las que ciudades como Nueva York o 
Melbourne aspiran alcanzar a través de 
iniciativas Play Streets - en las que las 
calles se cierran al trafico por periodos 
definidos para asi abrirlas a la comu- 
nidad y promover la actividad fisica. 

Con las calles repletas de ciclistas y 
peatones, la villa posee una division 
modal mas parecida a la de Copenha- 
gue y otras ciudades a la vanguardia en 
materia de transporte que a la de otros 
barrios bonaerenses. 


En todo este tiempo, desde el CICdB 
hemos tenido mucho cuidado de no idealizar 
estas caracteristicas, tal y como lo expresa en 
ese mismo articulo Fabian Dejtiar: 


Estratégicamente situada junto al barrio 
més adinerado de Ia capital, la Villa 31 
es un doloroso recordatorio de la pro- 


: https://nextcity.org/features/view/embra- 
cing-the-paradox-of-planning-for-informality?utm_me- 
dium=website&utm_source=plataformaarquitectura.cl 


En Pata Rat, el Estado con- 

trola (y no soltara) cada metro 
cuadrado de tierra que los 
propietarios privados no alquilan 
a los pataratianos, que no tienen 
medios para comprar tierras. 
Aun asi, durante cuatro afios tu- 
vimos la “Casita en la colina”, un 
centro comunitario construido 
exclusivamente con donaciones 
publicas, al estilo arquitectura 
de guerrilla. La clave para evitar 
que el edificio fuera demolido 
fue una atencion publica extre- 
madamente favorable. Supongo 
gue el ayuntamiento hizo las 
cuentas: simplemente, en tér- 


minos de ganancia politica, no 
valfa la pena demolerlo. 


Parece existir cierta paradoja 
conceptual entre la informalidad 
de los barrios de barracas y el 
recurso aun “programa arqui- 
tectdnico” que intenta emular lo 
que era esencialmente espon- 
taéneo. 


Ww e i e 
archivo informal del CICdB 


A lo largo de este camino, nos hemos 
propuesto pensar un archivo de la ciudad in- 
formal’, una empresa a la que se ha sumado 
Jorge Blasco aportando su mirada de archivero 
amateur (en el barrio una vecina le ha apoda- 
do “el Fichero”). En tanto que el archivo es un 
dispositivo intrinsecamente formal, constituye 
un elemento estructural de la ciudad formal; de 
modo que la idea de un archivo informal nos 

remite al oximoron del “café descafeina- 

do”. Asi pues nos preguntamos: ¢Cuales 
son los modos informales de preservar 

y custodiar?zPara qué necesitamos un 

cuadro de clasificaciones, fichas 0 cate- 

gorias que definen y jerarquizan conteni- 
dos y limitan el acceso de la comunidad a las 
fuentes de conocimiento?¢ Cual es la forma de 
lo informal? 


Con el Taller de historia se desarrolla un 
proceso lento de deconstrucci6n y exploraci6n; 
algunas personas se acercan al taller para en- 
tregarnos materiales o historias, colocando- 
nos en la posicién de custodios. Se trata, por 
lo general, de historias arquetipicas,que se re- 
piten invariablemente: “Llegamos de aqui o de 
alla, pasamos muchas penurias pero también 
fuimos muy felices, luchamos y conseguimos 
nuestros pisos”; pero que también esconden 
deseos y dudas que no encuentran su lugar 
en ese relato “oficial”. Con el transcurso de las 
sesiones, esas historias se han ido deforman- 
do semana a semana, y han ido desbrozando 
otros senderos, otras historias, que permane- 
cian ocultas bajo lugares comunes. El Taller de 
historia ha ido configurandose como un lugar 
en el barrio en el que pensar sobre todo esto y 


1 En 2011 el comisario e investigador en arte 
contemporaneo Oriol Fontdevila y el equipo del archivo 
de la Fundaci6 Antoni Tapies nos invitaron a participar en 
el proyecto Prototipos en codigo abierto. El interés de la 
fundacion era establecer nuevos vinculos con “los publi- 
cos” a partir de abrir el acceso al archivo de las exposi- 
ciones. Esto nos hizo preguntarnos por la estructura del 
archivo y su capacidad para legitimar el poder. En 2015, 
como parte de las actividades del Taller de historia, se 
propuso el seminario Hacer cosas con documentos con 
los recursos del proyecto Performing The museum impul- 
sado por la propia Fundacio Antoni Tapies, la Galeria Ko- 
roSka de Bellas Artes y el Museo de Arte Contemporaneo 
de Vojvodina. 
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Por definicion, un archivo es 

un repositorio organizado de 
‘cosas’. Debemos legitima- 
mente cuestionar las formas de 
organizacion y de acceso, pero 
seria paradojico crear ldgicas 
de catalogacion que deliberada- 
mente hicieran mas dificil (y no 
mas facil) encontrar una ‘cosa’ 
entre muchas. 
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poner en juego otros andamiajes con los que 
soportar otro tipo de relatos. 


El archivo no es, ocurre. 


Los protocolos del archivo son percibi- 
dos como un hecho natural, como algo que no 
puede ser de otra manera, sin embargo, dichos 
protocolos han sido hist6éricamente construidos 
y son el resultado de una lucha entre distintos 
grupos sociales por imponer sus propios mo- 
dos de preservar la memoria. El archivo sucede 
de un modo especifico: sus protocolos condi- 
cionan las posibilidades de hacer unas cosas 
u otras con los documentos, asi como de que 
los propios documentos “hagan unas cosas u 
otras”, que puedan afectar y ser afectados. 


éPor qué guardamos documentos?zY 
por qué lo hacemos asi?¢ Quién los guarda? 


Cuando hemos buscado mas alla del 
patrimonio de las familias bomberas, cuando 
hemos visitado el Archivo Municipal o el de 
Caritas Diocesana, nos ha sorprendido tanto la 
forma en que debiamos acercarnos alos docu- 
mentos, como los propios objetos que habian 
llegado hasta los archivos ¢por qué aquellos y 
no otros?. 


En el Archivo Municipal de L-Hospitalet 
apenas existe una coleccién de fotografias de 
la visita del alcalde a la barriada en 1975, cuatro 
o cinco imagenes del sorteo de las primeras vi- 
viendas en el afio 56 y la visita de un Obispo. 
Para poder verlas hay que pedir cita anticipada 
a Pepa (la archivera) con el motivo de nuestra 
visita, rellenar una ficha y, en el caso de que- 
rer reproducirlas, asumir el coste siem- 
pre que la autoria lo permita. Para hacer 
uso de las imagenes es obligatorio relle- 
nar una segunda ficha con el motivo por 
el que se van a publicar. De igual modo, 
en el archivo de Caritas, cuya archivera 
se llama Sherezade, es necesario solicitar por 
mail el acceso al archivo y a los documentos 
que queremos consultar, aquellos que imagi- 
namos que podrian estar alli. Sentados frente 
a ella en un pequefio cuarto, la archivera nos va 
facilitando papeles y carpetas con informes de 
asistentas sociales sobre los asentamientos 
de Can Pi, La Cadena o La Bomba. Un listado 
de las familias, nombres y apellidos y sus direc- 
ciones que se elaboro previo al ultimo sorteo 
de viviendas del Poligono Gornal. Sherezade 
empieza a colocar tiritas de posits sobre cada 
uno de los nombres, no los podemos ver, por la 
proteccién de datos. Algunos no necesitamos 
que nos los diga porque los conocemos, como 
el de la asistenta social Francesca Vintrd, y 
aunque se lo decimos, ella sigue poniendo pa- 
pelitos sobre su nombre. Los papelitos ademas 
son medio transparentes. El archivo de Caritas 
esta aun en proceso de abrirse al publico. Su 
protocolo no es claro y podemos conseguir que 
nos fotocopien algunos documentos siempre y 
cuando rellenemos y firmemos de nuevo unas 
fichas de compromiso sobre la privacidad y el 
uso de los datos. 


Por casualidad, encontramos dentro de 
una carpeta del barrio de Can Serra, de LHos- 
pitalet, varios boletines vecinales, carteles y 
octavillas de uso masivo para las campafas de 
soporte mutuo y autoorganizacién de los afios 
60 y 70. En el barrio hoy apenas queda memo- 
ria de aquel momento hist6rico mas alla de la 
que guardan las personas mayores. Las ima- 
genes nunca las habiamos visto. 


Hay un sinsentido en el hecho de que 
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esos papeles, cuyo objetivo era ser reprodu- 
cidos masivamente y pasar de mano en mano 
por las calles y entre las vecinas del barrio, es- 
tuvieran ahora metidos en carpetas, cataloga- 
dos, escondidos y lejos de la comunidad que 
los dot6 en su momento de sentido. ~Quién 
guarda y para qué? Intuimos que en los barrios 
se cuida. También intuimos que quizas los ar- 
chivos guardan, incluso esconden, y desac- 
tivan los documentos amparados en el argu- 
mento de su preservacidn. 


En los barrios se cuidan cosas, objetos 
que estan vinculados a formas de hacer. Estos 
objetos activan ese recuerdo y problematizan 
la pérdida. Pero no importa tanto evitar que la 
foto se vaya deteriorando como construir los 
momentos en que esa foto nos ayude a pensar 
sobre aquello que representa. 


El acercamiento a un archivo suele ser 
un acto individual. De una en una, solas ante 
los papeles y bajo la vigilancia de la archive- 
ra. Asi se da la consulta. Podemos decir que, 
también en sus formas y en sus protocolos, el 
archivo se cierra al “hacer comunidad”. Por eso 
creemos que hay un malentendido con la cues- 
tidn del “acceso universal”. El archivo ocurre, y 
con esa forma particular de ocurrir niega multi- 
ples apropiaciones a las comunidades, incluso 
a aquellas a las que interpelan directamente 
los documentos que los archivos custodian. 


El documento es un rastro. Dejar rastro 
es, en muchas ocasiones, un privilegio. Por 
otro lado, borrar sus huellas ha sido, a menudo, 
una estrategia de supervivencia para las cla- 
ses populares.. 


Pedro Casermeiro cuenta que para 
los gitanos recurrir a la escritura es una 
sefial de “debilidad mental”, que los pa- 
yos tenemos que escribir para acordar- 
nos de las cosas. De repente se gird la 
tortilla y la oralidad restituye su agencia 

al subalternizado. 


Narciso vino al taller de historia para 
compartir y reconstruir uno de los pedazos bo- 
rrados de su historia: su abuelo era comunista, 
estuvo preso después de la guerra y le perdo- 
naron la vida a cambio de que abandonara su 
pueblo con lo puesto Lleg6 a la barriada de la 
Bomba. Su abuela eliminé cualquier documen- 
taci6n reveladora que pudiera inculparles y evi- 
t6 siempre que se hablara del tema en la casa, 
tenia miedo. 


En el taller de historia Narciso, su tio 
Pepe, Carmen y Miguel, Angela y sus herma- 
nas van rehaciendo el tejido que se deshizo. 


Uno de los debates que también se dan 
de forma recurrente en nuestro proceso de 
“hacer archivo” es la cuesti6n de lo digital, de 
la digitalizaci6n de documentos y el acceso en 
plataformas de internet. Podemos decir que 
la digitalizacién y las plataformas en internet 
que hablan de libre acceso estan prdéximas al 
dispositivo del archivo. Publicar documentos 
en abierto en plataformas on line no garantiza 
dotarlos de contexto y ni de una comunidad 
que los cuide y los vincule a modos de hacer. 
Pensar que todas tenemos acceso a entender 
y manejarnos con esas plataformas es irreal. 
Omitir que los documentos estan ligados a for- 
mas de circulacién que los dotan de sentido y 
de valor equivale a perder de vista los motivos 
por los que los preservamos. 

En este punto, siempre nos acordamos 


de que Paco Candel escribié un libro, Donde 
la ciudad cambia de nombre, en el que cuen- 


Entiendo estas preocupaciones. 
No quiero ser cinico. Podemos 
tomar todas las precauciones, 
creando espacios seguros y 
todo lo demas. Pero las dece- 
nas, sino cientos, de pruebas 
yerrores, disputas y traumas si 
contribuyen al proceso de auto- 
educacion y autoaprendizaje en 
la comunidad. 


Nuestra tactica era doble: 
mantener los recuerdos tan 
organicos y sin transcodificar 
como fuera posible, o bien 
metamorfosearlos claramente 
de modo que /a intervencion 
resultase obvia. Un ejemplo se- 
rian nuestros Haikus del gueto, 
en los que trabajamos junto a 
los jovenes de Pata Rat para 
escribir poemas tradicionales 
japoneses. Posteriormente 
estos fueron transmitidos en 
emisoras de radio locales. 
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ta los chismorreos de los y las vecinas de las 
casas baratas y las barriadas informales de 
Montjuic. Sobre el escritor y lo que cuenta hay 
mucha polémica. Poco después publico jDios 
la que se armo! un segundo libro en el que re- 
lata el alboroto que genero su primera novela y 
las represalias por el gesto de contar lo que no 
debia. En un momento, el escritor se pregunta 
el porqué del malestar si todo el barrio sabia 
lo que él explicaba. Si, todo el barrio lo sabia, 
y también conocia los cédigos que acompa- 
flaban toda esa informacién. En el momento 
en que el libro lleg6 a cualquiera, al “publico 
general”, las historias se alejaron del sistema 
de valor y cuidado dentro del cual el barrio or- 
ganizaba lo que sabia. En ese momento, las 
historias se descontextualizan y los vecinos y 
vecinas del escritor devienen un “otro” exdtico. 


No hay un campo en la ficha de ningun 
archivo que sirva para recoger esas formas de 
funcionar de los grupos humanos, porque esas 
formas no son estaticas y se negocian y mutan 
en la cotidianidad. 


En el taller de historia los apodos de los 
vecinos y vecinas van y vienen en las conver- 
saciones, pero cuando hay que escribir sobre 
alguna de ellas se opta por el nombre de pila y 
los apellidos. Muchas cosas pueden ser dichas 
pero no escritas. 


Con Jorge Blasco nos discutimos mucho 
sobre tener que hacer un archivo y cémo ha- 
cerlo. Nos pusimos en contacto con Jorge por 
su participacion en el proyecto Territorio Archi- 
vo de la Fundacion Cerezales Antonino y Cinia. 
Nos reconocemos en muchos de los gestos 
que se proponian en aquel proyecto para 
poner en valor las historias de los habi- 
tantes de pequefias zonas rurales de 
Ledn en el que cada familia se convertia 
en conservadora doméstica de un patri- 
monio colectivo. Las imagenes de los ar- 
chivos personales, que habian sido recogidas 
casa por casa, se acompa/fiaban en la web del 
proyecto de registros sonoros en los que los 
conservadores y conservadoras domésticas 
explicaban lo que podia verse en ellas. En Ce- 
rezales, como en muchas otras areas rurales, 
eran habituales los filandones, encuentros en 
los que vecinos y, sobre todo, vecinas de los 
pueblos se reunian en las cocinas al final del 
dia para realizar labores manuales, habitual- 
mente textiles, cocinar, comer, beber y contar 
cuentos y compartir historias. Territorio Archi- 
vo se proponia recuperar esta practica colecti- 
vizando las imagenes de los distintos albumes 
familiares sobre una mesa alrededor de la cual 
se disparaban las conversaciones. 


En muchos momentos no hemos que- 
rido seguir los modos establecidos de hacer 
archivo. Cuando Jorge Blasco pone sobre la 
mesa las categorias y el cuadro de clasifica- 
cién, el desencuentro aparece como entre el 
agua y el aceite. Una de las estrategias que 
podemos desplegar consiste en modificar los 
campos de los cuadros de clasificacién. Esto 
es un gesto poético que puede cuestionar la 
objetividad que se presupone al archivo, pero 
también es una forma de adecuar nuestro ar- 
chivo al marco conceptual y a las formas de 
enunciaci6én propias de la ciudad informal. 
Como ejemplo, nuestro cuadro de clasificacién 
carece del campo Autor, ni Autora, no nos in- 
teresa, no queremos reproducir esa ldgica, no 
necesitamos saber quien firm6 o escribid tal o 
cual texto o quien apret6 el botén de la cama- 
ra fotografica. Jorge insiste en que tiene que 
aparecer aunque sea como Otros. Pero no, no 
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lo hemos puesto. Al fin, nuestro archivo quiere 
poner el acento en el cuidado y no en la auto- 
ria, visibilizar la figura de los y las cuidadoras, 
aquellas personas que guardaron en una caja 
de galletas o de zapatos, en un album o en un 
cajén, aquellos documentos que forman parte 
de un patrimonio colectivo que se ha intenta- 
do borrar. En nuestro archivo lo importante no 
son tanto los objetos o documentos, como los 
haceres a los que dichos objetos estaban vin- 
culados; aquellas formas de estar en el mun- 
do que han desaparecido. El acto de cuidar, en 
tanto que hacer, es lo que ha perdurado, el eco 
en el presente de un sistema de valores que 
cuestiona y pone en jaque las practicas extrac- 
tivistas y la engafiosa noci6n de desarrollo con 
las que el capital mueve el mundo. 


En el cuadro de clasificaci6n aparecen 
como campos a rellenar Haceres en los que 
queda y Comunidad de sentido. 


Retomando la cuesti6n de la digitali- 
zaci6n, cabe decir que una parte de nuestro 
archivo se hace efectiva en una plataforma 
online. De acuerdo con lo comentado, desde 
esa plataforma no se pueden consultar los 
documentos, sdlo compartimos los modos en 
que intentamos hackear el propio archivo, en 
tanto que dispositivo. Es por este motivo que, 
para poder tener acceso al archivo, es nece- 
sario solicitarlo al Taller de historia y, de alguna 
manera, formar parte de esa comunidad que lo 
dota de sentido.. 


Todas las imagenes y documentos se re- 
producen y se guardan en el armario del taller, 
sin clasificar. Durante las tardes de los jueves 

cubren la mesa y dan pie a conversacio- 

nes. Al final de la tarde, una vez hemos 

acabado, se recogen y se vuelven a colo- 

car aleatoriamente en alguna de las caji- 

tas en las que estaban. Los dias que deci- 

dimos salir a la calle ponemos sobre una 
mesa cartas, fotografias, dibujos, recortes de 
prensa... Los vecinos y vecinas que pasan por 
alli se paran curiosos, cogen los documentos, 
los miran, preguntan, se sientan y hablan con 
nosotras y esperan a otras vecinas para com- 
partir con ellas sus historias. 


Para cada estrategia de archivo 
(o de no-archivo) uno puede 
encontrar cientos de motiva- 
ciones, ventajas y desventajas, 
por lo tanto la decision y los 
argumentos para implementar 
un archivo de una manera u 
otra es esencialmente personal 
(podriamos decir egocéntrica). 
En este sentido, el valor comun 
de un archivo y de sus “haceres” 
sera evidente tan solo con el 
paso del tiempo. Tantas cosas 
pueden suceder, tantos usos 
inesperados, tantos acon- 
tecimientos fortuitos, tantos 
equivocos... 


Tarro en el que Francisca 
Vintrd, asistenta social 
de La Bomba, recogié 
algunos proyectiles 
empleados por la Policia 
Armada para reprimir a 
los vecinos y vecinas que 
el 27 de septiembre de 
1976 cortaron la Gran Via 
—una de las principales 
vias de acceso a 
Barcelona— para exigir 
su reubicacién en 

los pisos del cercano 
poligono de vivienda el 
Gornal (LHospitalet). 

El tarro contiene una 
bala de goma, un bote 
de gas y un balin junto 

a una cinta con los 
colores de la senyera 

en la que puede leerse, 
manuscrita, la palabra 
«Libertad». 
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Rutas y paseos. 
Caminar sobre los restos 


Una de las practicas, de los haceres, 
con los que hemos intentado restituir la me- 
moria de la ciudad informal ha sido pasear. 
Pasear a la busqueda de rastros, restos se- 
dimentados y estratificados en el territorio, 
trazas que permiten diferentes lecturas del 
paisaje. Hemos caminado asiduamente por 
el paisaje que configura hoy el Distrito Econ6- 
mico de LHospitalet. En muchas ocasiones 
somos pocas las personas que damos 
esos paseos, organizados a veces de 
manera espontanea y sin una convoca- 
toria previa. Pero en otras estos paseos 
adquieren una dimensi6én mas publica 
e invitamos a que nos acompafien y se 
afiadan nuevas capas de lectura sobre el terri- 
torio, que nos ayudan a complejizar esas me- 
morias de la ciudad informal y su activacién 
desde el presente. Es el caso de la Ruta de 
burbujas y comisiones en la que el periodis- 
ta Rafa Burgos' nos gui6 por la Plaga Europa, 
epicentro del Distrito Econédmico de L-Hospi- 
talet. construido justo sobre el lugar que fue 
ocupado por las barriadas populares de La 
Bomba, Can Pi, La Cadena y La Sangonera, el 
Distrito Econémico, que incluye hoteles, ofi- 
cinas, centros comerciales y el recinto ferial 
Gran Via de Fira Barcelona, es un claro ejem- 
plo de las transformaciones provocadas por la 
burbuja inmobiliaria de principios de los 2000 
en las periferias urbanas. Su ubicacién no es 
la Unica relaci6n que existe entre las barria- 
das de barracas y el actual paisaje de torres 
con fachada acristalada y edificios firmados 
por arquitectos estrella; existe una conexié6n 
mas profunda que nos habla de cémo la tierra 
paso de ser un bien preciado por su valor de 
uso (principalmente residencial y agricola) a 
ser un activo mas en los mercados financie- 
ros y los circuitos globales de acumulaci6n. 


Pasear ha ido convirtiendose poco a 
poco en algo asi como un ritual. Las prime- 
ras veces que paseamos intentando ubicar 
en medio del Distrito Econémico las barriadas 
de la Bomba, la Cadena o Can Pi, fueron ires 
y venires discutiendo, buscando pistas que 


q Autor de libros como Crema Catalana y 
La Casta. Quienes son y como actuan. 


no estaban: la cota y el ancho de la Gran Via 
habian cambiado; el trazado de calles que la 
atravesaban en diagonal siguiendo el curso 
de las acequias habia sido substituido por una 
trama ortogonal; el mar, al fondo, habia desa- 
parecido. 


Mercedes buscaba una palmera que 
crecio en el patio de su escuela. Encontramos 
una palmera. Enfrente del hotel rojo, el Hotel 

Porta Fira, hay una palmera; Mercedes 

dice que es esa, la adoptamos, para 

combatir la desaz6n. 


Paseamos también por medio del 
Gran Via 2, un centro comercial inaugu- 
rado en 2002, cuya decoracion se inspi- 
ra en el Trafford Centre de Manchester; segun 
explicdé la prensa del momento, el marmol de 
sus columnas neoclasicas habia sido traido 
desde la India y sus lamparas, de inspiracion 
italiana, habian sido hechas a mano por arte- 
sanos ingleses. Miguel Frit decidiéd que su ba- 
rraca estaba situada donde ahora se encuen- 
tra la tienda de Swarovski. Miguel nacié en 
casa, asi que cuando hacemos esos paseos 
publicos él explica que nacid en la tienda de 
Swarovski. 


Otro dia caminamos junto con Ramé6n y 
Mercedes, hermanos que vivieron en la Cade- 
na, en busqueda de la geografia de ese barrio 
ubicado junto a los sitiales. Salimos del Poli- 


Ruta de burbujas y comisiones con el periodista Rafa Burgos. 


gono Gornal cruzando la Gran Via, siguiendo 
pistas casi imperceptibles para desvelar los 
restos y las memorias del lugar. Nos colamos 
en un solar vallado que Ramon intuy6 que po- 
dia ser el sitio, delante de donde habia estado 
el Caballito Blanco”. Entre la maleza recorri- 
mos un espacio grande a una cota inferior ala 
del pavimento que nos rodeaba, en busca de 
rastros de las antiguas calles. En un momento 
pudimos identificar algunos restos, unas bal- 
dosas que, resiguéndolas, nos Ilevaron has- 
ta unas largas plantas enredaderas que solo 
tienen sentido creciendo junto a una pared. 
Cada pequefa pista nos alegré la mafana, y 
nos abria por un instante la posibilidad de re- 
conocer y hacer emerger un paisaje borrado. 


2 «Esta en pleno apogeo la Fiesta Mayor 


de la barriada de Can Pi. La popular barriada de los ba- 
sureros es un auténtico foco deportivo y eminentemen- 
te ciclista. El bar «Caballito Blanco» es el centro donde 
todo lo deportivo tiene su sede. Y su duefa, la simpatica 
sefiora Ceferina es la «madre» de todos. Los acoge en 
su casa, colabora en sus actuaciones y, naturalmente, 
en sus organizaciones. El ciclismo le gusta y por esto el 
presidente de la A. C. Marina, Benito Costas, tiene en la 
sefora Ceferina una gran colaboradora.» Extracto de una 
noticia aparecida en la edicién del 18 de julio de 1957 de 
El Mundo Deportivo, firmada por J. N. T. 
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Rromano Kidipen 


La comunidad gitana de LHospitalet se 
ha acercado a este espacio del Taller de historia 
de manera puntual. Nos preguntamos por qué 
el espacio del taller resultaba incémodo para 
algunas personas y qué otras formas de hacer 
historia, de interpelar a nuestro presente, de 
construir pensamiento contemporaneo desde 
nuestros barrios, debiamos poner en juego. 


Los Rromano kidipen (encuentro gitano 
en romani) han ido tomando forma a par- 
tir de conversaciones en las que, en un 
primer momento, se consensua un mar- 
co comun de trabajo. Nos proponiamos 
reseguir las huellas de la presencia de 
la comunidad gitana en los asentamien- 
tos informales situados al sur de la Gran Via. 
Explorar aquellas formas de resistencia preté- 
ritas y ver de qué manera se dan atin en el pre- 
sente como una especie de huella impresa en 
los cuerpos. Todo ello a fin de construir nuevos 
marcos de aprendizaje, relatos y posibilidades 
y reactivar formas de hacer que respeten la 
cosmovisi6n de la comunidad. 


Lacho Baji' fue el titulo de la accién- 
paseo desarrollada en colaboracién con la 
asociaci6n Lacho Baji Cali en el marco de El sol 
cuando es de noche’, evento a medio camino 
entre el festival, la exposicion y el seminario, 
organizado por Pedro G. Romero en el MACBA. 
Esta fue una primera experiencia que nos 
permiti6 explorar las posibilidades y fricciones 
que se dan en el encuentro con la instituci6én 
artistica. Ya antes, en el marco de nuestra 
propuesta para el ciclo de exposiciones 
Arqueologia preventiva comisariado por 
Oriol Fontdevila en el Espai 13 de la Fundacidé 
Joan Miréd en 2013, organizamos en el Institut 
Bellvitge un ciclo de proyecciones de peliculas 
y debates titulado La ciudad ganada, la ciudad 
perdida®, en el que, entre otras, se proyecto la 


a LaFundici6. (2014). Lacho baji. http:// 
lafundicio.net/blog/2014/11/26/lacho-baji 


= http://www.macba.cat/es/nit-flamen- 
ca/1/actividades/activ 


. http://lafundicio.net/blog/2014/04/24/ 
algunas-reflexiones-sobre-el-ciclo-la-ciudad-ganada-la- 
ciudad-perdida/ y http://lafundicio.net/blog/2014/03/26/ 
la-ciudad-ganada-la-ciudad-perdida/ 


pelicula Gitano sin romancero, de Lloreng Soler 
(1976) y se establecieron debates entorno a la 
construcci6n de nuestros habitats. 


Procesos de investigaciédn y creacién 
como los que Lacho Baji Cali y LaFundicié he- 
mos sostenido en el territorio tienden a des- 
bordar los tiempos y los recursos de la insti- 
tucién, asi como las formas de visibilidad que 
un centro de arte acostumbra a reconocer. En 

los territorios no hay publico ni creado- 

res, existe un hacer que se inserta en la 
cotidianidad; la investigacién y su socia- 
lizaci6n en un espacio publico (el Rroma- 
no kidipen) son un continuo, sdlo desde 
fuera de la situacion, desde la instituci6n 
artistica, se perciben como algo diferenciado. 


Una de las estrategias de resistencia 
empleadas por la comunidad gitana de Bellvit- 
ge y el Gornal frente a la colonizacién de sus 
formas de pensar, sentir y estar en el mundo, 
ha sido alimentar y remarcar la distincién entre 
payos y gitanos. Este binomio payo/gitano ha 
tensado todo el proceso en el momento de dar 
una forma a sus resultados materiales. A veces 
hemos marcado el limite desde LaFundicid, a 
veces desde Lacho Baji Cali. Este trabajo des- 
de dos posiciones distintas ha ido alternando 
los actos de resistencia y reproducci6n. 


Uno de los resultados materiales del 
proceso previsto era la edicién de un fanzine 
que finalmente ha tomado la forma de una se- 
rie de pésters. La elaboracidén de los conteni- 
dos se hizo conjuntamente con Lacho Baji Cali, 
el disefio grafico estuvo a cargo de LaFundicié 
y la ilustraci6n se encarg6 al dibujante y autor 
de cémics Marcos Prior. Desde Lacho Baji Cali 
se cuestionaba el formato fanzine y la autori- 
dad de Marcos Prior para representarlos, al 
tiempo que desde LaFundicié intentabamos 
abrir constantemente la caja negra que natu- 
raliza los lugares comunes desde los que ha- 
blamos. Desde Lacho Baji Cali se planted la 
posibilidad de escribir la historia del pueblo 
gitano en LHospitalet haciendo uso de las for- 
mas historiograficas hegeménicas, es decir: el 
libro escrito en un lenguaje experto, la cons- 
truccién de un relato veridico sostenido por 
fuentes y documentos. Nosotras, por nuestra 
parte, intentabamos problematizar esta opcién 
y preguntarnos dénde quedaban las historias 


Es tal vez un poco problematico 
gue un proceso de ‘discrimi- 
nacion’ entre ‘nosotros y ellos’ 
pueda ser considerado una es- 
trategia legitima de resistencia 


De hecho es asi. El “lenguaje 
experto” es un palazo para 

la comunidad, y también una 
forma de mantener muros y 
jerarquias sociales. Recuerdo 
una cita del escritor Kurt Vonne- 
gut: “Cualquiera que no pueda 
explicar en qué trabaja a un nifo 
de cuatro afos es un charlatan”. 
Ahora bien, esto no significa 
que /a jerga profesional tenga 
que desaparecer. Significa que 
los arties tienen la responsabili- 
dad de co-crear y co-mantener 
los canales de comunicacion 
—como conductos en una 
“economia de significado” mas 
amplia— y tienen este trabajo 
como herramientas de empo- 
deramiento y emancipacion. 
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Taller de cesteria con a 
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En las regiones rurales de 

Portugal, particularmente en 

las zonas de Viseu, Guarda y 

Alentejo, pervive la actividad 
“canastera” como nuclear en 

muchas familias de origen gita- 

no. Segun nos contaron algunos 
gitanos de la zona de Moimenta 

da Beira (distrito de Visu), los 

gitanos conocen los lugares 

qd) donde crece e/ mejor mimbre y 
mucho de ese mimbre es muy 

poco aprovechado por otras 
personas. 
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Gitanas canasteras. 
Cornichas, es una 
palabra calo 


Canastero es un atributo que afadido 
a gitano o gitana, confiere prestigio en la co- 
munidad, porque el gitano o gitana canastera 
preserva un hacer vinculado al nomadismo, al 
rio, ala transacci6n basada en el valor de uso. 
El o la canastera desafia los tiempos producti- 
vistas, reconoce un disfrute en el trabajo que 
cuestiona la cultura del esfuerzo y el sacrificio 
que justifica y perpetua las desigualdades. Las 
familias que habitaron La Cadena eran familias 
canasteras, hoy solo Rafi Fernandez Santiago, 
una de las mujeres que impulsaron Lacho Baji 
Cali, conoce el oficio. 


El encuentro era la forma que iba co- 
brando sentido, que estos encuentros se arti- 
cularan alrededor de un hacer como la cesteria 
nos ayudaba a problematizar cuestiones como 
el trabajo, el valor el arte, la artesania... 


Rromano kidipen se acciono en dos lu- 
gares concretos: la Avenida Carmen Amaya 
del Gornal y la plaza de los bloques de la Flo- 
rida. Durante los encuentros se compartieron 
materiales (fotografias, planos, informes...) 
como disparadores de las conversaciones; se 
activaba el set de radio como un recurso para 
recoger testimonios orales, al tiempo que se 
ocupaba la calle con un hacer y unos saberes 
victimas de la misma amnesia que atra- 
viesa todo el territorio al sur de la Gran 
Via. La Florida y el Gornal mantienen un 
vinculo invisible, los dos conjuntos de vi- 
viendas se construyen en diferentes mo- 
mentos y en ellos se reubican a habitan- 
tes de la ciudad informal. 


Del Gornal a los 
bloques de la Florida 


El complejo Onésimo Redondo, en la 
Florida, se construye en 1955 y acoge a barra- 
quistas del Somorrostro, Montjuic y La Bom- 
ba. La informalidad de los asentamientos aun 
hoy esta presente en los bloques de la Florida. 
Existe un quiebre constante con la regulacién 
de la ciudad formal que hace que planee cons- 
tantemente sobre los bloques el fantasma del 
derribo como la Unica via que la administraci6n 
encuentra para poder regularlos. 


En los afios 60 se instala en los blo- 
ques un barracon que se convertira en la es- 
cuela Pomezia. Maria Ventura sera la maestra 
de este centro y la persona a la que acudira el 
ayuntamiento para montar la escuela Lacho 
Baji en La Cadena. La Cadena era el asenta- 
miento gitano situado entre La Bomba y Can Pi. 
A partir de 1929, cuando con motivo de la cons- 
truccién del recinto de la Exposicién Universal 
se expulsa de la montafia de Montjuic la ges- 
tién de los residuos que produce la ciudad de 
Barcelona, actividad en que trabajaban buena 
parte de los habitantes de las barracas, proli- 
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feran en el entorno de la Gran Via (Can Pi, La 
Bomba, Santa Eulalia...) los sitiales en los que 
se realizaba todo el proceso de separacién y 
clasificaci6n de las basuras. Hacia 1966 se 
constituye la Cooperativa de Viviendas de La 
Bomba, que permitiéd a un grupo de vecinos y 
vecinas abandonar la barriada para instalarse 
en los bloques Zeus y Neptuno del barrio de 
Bellvitge. 


En 1975 se construye el Poligono Gornal, 
y en el 76 comienzan las manifestaciones ante 
la posibilidad de que las viviendas no sean para 
las familias de La Bomba. Algunas personas 
entran “de patada”® en los pisos, a otras se les 
asigna y gestiona la hipoteca; comienza la de- 
molicién de la Bomba. Los asentamientos de 
Can Pi y La Cadena seguiran en pie hasta los 
afios 90, cuando el proyecto olimpico acelerdé 
el deterioro de la zona y aumento la presién 
para ejecutar las expropiaciones. Los sitiales 
y los gitanos que regresaron a los barracones 
en los afios 70 al no poder acceder a los pisos 
de los poligonos de vivienda, fueron los ultimos 
en resistir al proyecto urbanistico del Distrito 
Econdémico. Ese momento clave para entender 
la historia de la ciudad desde una perspectiva 
subalterna se convierte desde entonces en el 
olvido del olvido: no hay imagenes, no hay do- 
cumentos, solo el testimonio de quienes vivie- 
ron aquellos momentos y, ahora, la ilustracién 
de Marcos Prior que publicamos en uno de los 
posters editados. 


La fase de investigacién y restitucién 
de materiales nos ha obligado a entender el 
protocolo de acceso a los archivos institucio- 
nales y los domésticos, en ambos casos es- 

tableciendo marcos de confianza para 

poder compartir los materiales y evi- 
tando caer en el extraccionismo, siendo 
una prioridad la activaci6n de mecanis- 

mos de restitucion de los materiales a 
la comunidad. Trabajar con documentos que 
no habian sido producidos por la comunidad, 
sino que la representaban (como las image- 
nes de los archivos tomadas por la adminis- 
traci6n local o por la Iglesia, o las fotografias 
de los albumes personales de las maestras); 
intentar respetar relatos en su forma de trans- 
misi6n oral pero fijarlos en un texto escrito; 
o incluso el hecho de que las ilustraciones 
fueran producidas por alguien afectivamen- 
te desapegado de la comunidad, son ruidos 
que estan presentes en este momento del 
proceso. Pensamos que crear nuevas image- 
nes ofrecia un campo a explorar, sin embar- 
go el que Marcos Prior haya producido esos 
materiales no deja de volver a poner sobre la 
mesa los roles y los mecanismo por los que se 
le otorga a ciertos colectivos la capacidad de 
representar y se usurpa a otrxs°®. 


A ese respecto los textos e investiga- 
ciones del escritor y antropdélogo peruano José 
Maria Arguedas nos abren horizontes de pen- 
samiento. En su trabajo resigue e indaga sobre 
las formas de creacion de los pueblos origina- 
rios del Peru y sobre los paradigmas y estruc- 
turas que los ignoran y desprecian Ilevandolos 
ala desaparicion. 


5 Expresion coloquial utilizada en los barrios para 
referirse a la ocupaci6n de viviendas vacias. 


® Para aproximarnos a estos materiales hemos 
tenido muy presente la sociologia de la imagen de Silvia 
Rivera Cusicanqui y su concepto de colonialismo interno. 


Probablemente la historia de la 
pintura, la fotografia y la literatu- 
ra habria sido bastante diferente 


si cuestiones como Ia legitimi- 
dad en el uso de palabras e ima- 
genes de ciertas comunidades 
se hubiera planteado a Io largo 
de los siglos. 
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éPor qué esa verguenza? El wayno 
es arte, como musica y como poesia. 
Solo falta que se haga ver bien esto. 
Lo indigena no es inferior. Y el dia en 
que la misma gente de la sierra que 
se averguenza todavia de Io indio, 
descubra en si misma las grandes 
posibilidades de creaci6n de su espi- 
ritu indigena, ese dia, seguro de sus 
propios valores, el pueblo mestizo e 
indio podra demostrar definitivamen- 
te la equivalencia de su capacidad 
creadora con relacion a lo europeo, 
que hoy lo desplaza y avergtienza.”” 


Parte de los estudios de Arguedas es- 
tablecen vinculos entre las formas comunita- 
rias de organizacion andinas y las de la Casti- 
lla rural, desaparecidas durante el proceso de 
modernizacion impulsado por el franquismo a 
finales de los afos 50. Hay un eco de ese pro- 
ceso que resuena en la ciudad. Una ciudad que 


z José Maria Argueda, Canto Keckwa. Edi- 


torial Horizonte. Lima, 1938. p. 19. 
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fagocita y anula las manifestaciones culturales, 
las formas diversas de ver y entender el mun- 
do, las estructuras y universos de sentido, los 
imaginarios y la capacidad de generar sus re- 
presentaciones de las migraciones del campo 
a la ciudad, las que construyeron y habitaron 
la ciudad informal, las que fueron demonizadas 
primero y domesticadas después a través del 
proyecto urbanistico del desarrollismo que di- 
bujo la topografia de los poligonos de vivienda 
como Bellvitge, el Gornal, La Mina, Ciutat Ba- 
dia, San Cosme... 


Creemos que es necesario entender la 
distancia que existe entre las instituciones del 
campo del arte que ocupan la centralidad y las 
manifestaciones culturales de estas periferias, 
asi como la tension que atraviesa esta distan- 
cia. Este aspecto es algo sobre lo que continua- 
remos trabajando. La cuestion en todo caso no 
es situar “practicas populares” ocupando los 
espacios de “las practicas artisticas del sec- 
tor” sino ver hasta qué punto las instituciones 
pueden permear a manifestaciones culturales 
producidas desde economias populares, femi- 
nistas, sociales y solidarias. 


llustraci6n de Marcos Prior sobre la lucha vecinal 
en La Cadena. Incluida en uno de los cuatro pésters 
editados con motivo del Rromano kidipen en La 
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Virreina Centre de la Imatge. 


Binaural Nodar 
Castro Daire 
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A trajetoria da AltArt foi da “alta” 
arte para a “baixa” arte e, em 
seguida, para a cultura simples, 
e as pessoas com quem traba- 
lhamos vao desde artistas de 
tecnologia até cidadaos comuns 
e outros desfavorecidos. As 
vezes perguntamo-nos o que 
teria acontecido se tivéssemos 
come¢ado diretamente do pon- 
to onde estamos agora... 


Ainda existe um modo de vida 
e uma cultura propriamente 
rurais e camponesas ou foram 
totalmente colonizadas pela 
“urbanidade”? Subsistem ape- 
nas como simulacro ou como 
memoria fossilizada no folclore 
institucional? 
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Quem somos e porque 
estamos aqui 


A Binaural - Associa¢ao Cultural de Nodar 
é uma estrutura cultural da regido portuguesa de 
Viseu Dao Lafées, uma zona no centro interior 
de Portugal ainda marcada econémica, social e 
culturalmente pela importancia do mundo rural. 
Esta importancia nuns casos é econdémica, por 
via da agricultura familiar e por novas iniciativas 
produtivas particularmente nas areas da silvi- 
cultura, da criagao de gado bovino e caprino, da 
vitivinicultura e da producao de frutos ver- 
melhos, noutros casos é simbdlica, mani- 
festada por um apego a certas tradicdes 
gastrondémicas, musicais, linguisticas, 
religiosas e de relagdo com a paisagem 
e seus marcos toponimicos: a monta- 
nha, o rio, o velho caminho, 0 casario da aldeia, 
etc. Comecamos em 2004 um envolvimento 
com o tecido social de um conjunto de aldeias 
serranas em redor da aldeia de Nodar situada 
no vale do rio Paiva, um afluente do rio Douro, 
enquanto vontade de resgatar conhecimentos, 
ensinamentos e reflexdes sobre 0 passado mas 
principalmente projetadas em direcado a futu- 
ros possiveis, fazendo-o através de uma matriz 
multidisciplinar de interven¢des culturais, nas 
areas da etnografia rural, paisagens sonoras, 
educa¢aéo patrimonial, projetos comunitarios, 
criagdo artistica contemporanea, acolhimento 
de residéncias artisticas, encontros com inves- 
tigadores e comunidades, projecao de cinema 
rural, entre muitas outras. 


Bairro Chinés (Marvila, Lisboa) no final dos anos 70 


Ao longo dos anos, enquanto famos fa- 
lando com muitos habitantes locais sobre as- 
petos do seu percurso de vidae de relagado com 
a cosmovisao rural dos maci¢os montanhosos 
do centro de Portugal, iam aparecendo inume- 
ras referéncias a experiéncias de emigracao 
diretas ou de familiares, para Lisboa, para ou- 
tros paises da Europa como a Fran¢a, a Sui¢a, 
a Alemanha e o Luxemburgo ou inclusive para 

lugares distantes como a Venezuela, o 

Brasil, a Africa do Sul e os Estados Uni- 

dos da América. Estes fluxos migrat6orios 

sao tao antigos quanto o final do sécu- 

lo XIX (principalmente para o Brasil) e 

foram sendo aprofundados ao longo do 
século seguinte por via das condicées de vida 
arcaicas e precarias em que se vivia nestas al- 
deias, sem eletricidade, sem agua canalizada, 
sem acesso a dinheiro, vivendo a maioria das 
familias num contexto de autossuficiéncia a 
partir do cultivo da terra, da criagao de gado 
e da fabricagdo artesanal de instrumentos, de 
utensilios e de vestuario, ou seja, sem altera- 
¢cdes substanciais desde tempos tao antigos 
quanto a Idade Média. 


O texto que se segue é deliberadamente 
construido na forma de um conjunto de refle- 
x6es soltas, que cruzam vozes na primeira pes- 
soa do singular ou do plural com impressdes 
nossas sobre os lugares e a memoria individual 
e coletiva, assumindo-nos assim nao enquanto 
investigadores académicos, outrossim enquan- 
to atores locais e enquanto portadores e me- 
diadores de conhecimentos, de memorias e de 
emocoes. Todo o real pode ser poético, Arte nao 
é ciéncia e O patrimonio é de todos, podiam ser 
trés hipotéticos slogans que emanam do nosso 
posicionamento social e cultural. 


E necessédrio rever a noca&o 
moderna de progresso - mani- 
festamente insustentdavel - e va- 
lorizar as culturas e economias 
de subsisténcia caracteristicas 
do meio rural, atualizando-as, 
como propée Boaventura de 
Sousa Santos, como culturas 

e economias de “subsisténcia 
ampliada”. 


Adoro esta parte de “Todaa 
realidade 6 poética” - ela lem- 
bra-me o conceito de Justi¢ca 
Poética utilizado por Hakim 
Bey, e espero de ser capaz de 
dizer um dia que sim, que toda 
a realidade esta embebida em 
justi¢a. Quanto aos fendmenos 
de poder, eu sei que esta... 
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Dos moinhos de pedrae 
agua a moagem industrial 


Medas de centeio e junta de vacas na serra 
do Montemuro (Castro Daire) nos anos 60. 


num piscar de olhos 


—— 


Na serra do Montemuro nao havia ribei- 
ro de aguas frias que nao tivesse um ou varios 
moinhos de agua, constru¢cdes rudimentares 
em pedra de granito, com um mecanismo hi- 
draulico para fazer rodar a md, uma pesada 
roda que gira sobre outra que esta fixa, estando 
ambas enfiadas no mesmo eixo. Nestes moin- 
hos, os graos, quase sempre de milho ou cen- 
teio, eram transformados em farinha. A farinha 
tem uma historia tao antiga quanto as primeiras 
civilizagdes e as aldeias portuguesas do pés Il 
Guerra Mundial foram um exemplo tardio da 
vida essencial de tantas comunidades rurais ao 
longo de séculos. Farinha, pao, farinha, panado, 
farinha, bolo, farinha, massas alimenticias, fa- 
rinha, bolachas. Quis 0 acaso que no lugar de 
destino de muita desta gente rural, a Zona orien- 


tal de Lisboa, existisse 0 simbolo mais antigo 
de Portugal no uso da maquina a vapor para a 
moagem de cereais: A Fabrica Nacional, marca 
autorizada pela rainha Dona Maria II ao comer- 
ciante Joao de Brito o qual instalou em 1843 a 
sua primeira fabrica a vapor no antigo Convento 
do Beato Anténio, ocupa¢ao que foi possivel na 
sequéncia da extin¢do das obras religiosas em 
Portugal, corria o ano de 1833. lronia das ironias, 
alguns daqueles camponeses que moiam 0 pao 
em solitarios e arcaicos moinhos acabaram eles 
proprios, anos mais tarde, a operar os ruidosos 
mecanismos da producao industrial de farin- 
has e massas. Foi como se tivessem dado um 
salto da Idade Média a Revoluc¢ao Industrial em 
trezentos quildmetros e em meia duzia de anos. 


Uma historia compartilhada com 
os habitantes de inumeras areas 
rurais do estado espanhol: a mi- 
gracao da aldeia para a cidade, 
do campo para a fabrica. 


Falamos de uma memoria que 
perturba a construcao de uma 
subjetividade hegemonica: a 
do individuo urbano “de classe 
meédia” (ver pagina XX); por isso 
carece de “institucionalidade” e 
de “mecanismos de difusao” 


E, no entanto, seguindo Derrida, 
dir-se-ia que se a institui¢ao 6 o 
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A historia oficial levanta 
tantas duvidas quantas 
certezas oferece 


Sabemos que milhares de pessoas ori- 
ginarias de uma regiao portuguesa bem con- 
creta, 0 vale do rio Paiva (municipios de Castro 
Daire, Cinfaes, Resende e Sao Pedro do Sul) 
rumaram ao longo do século XX para a zona 
oriental da cidade Lisboa para trabalharem em 
muitas das fabricas e armazéns ai existentes. 
A maioria deles viveu em bairros de barracas. 
Que memorias tém de quando sairam da sua 


Compreen 
doer 


Ainda seremos de uma era em que os 
impulsos para compreender o que é ou foi a 
vida dos nossos semelhantes nado eram en- 
quadrados por qualquer “institucionalidade” ou 
ancoragem em mecanismos de difusao, atra- 
vés dos quais a meméria individual e a mem6- 
ria coletiva se reduzem a uns meros detalhes 
do imenso arquivo das espurias curiosidades. 
Lembramo-nos de sermos criang¢as, de saber- 
mo-nos filhos de gente oriunda do campo, de 


aldeia? Como se orientava essa gente numa 
zona que era complexa, plena de becos, azin- 
hagas, campos e fabricas e em que as barracas 
nao apareciam nos mapas oficiais? Que no- 
mes davam as pessoas aos varios lugares do 
bairro? Onde eram os encontros de fim-de-se- 
mana com os seus conterraneos? Onde tra- 
balhavam? O que sentiam naquele vortice de 
espaco e tempo, entre a serra e a fabrica? 


um campo concreto (aldeias, rios, montanhas, 
gentes) e de vivermos nos arredores operarios 
da cidade de Lisboa, capital de Portugal. Esta 
tripla condi¢aéo marcava-nos imenso a nivel 
emocional naqueles anos 70. Provavelmente 
a condi¢ao de ser emigrante incorpora neces- 
sariamente a perplexidade do ser-intermédio 
e provavelmente foi essa incarna¢ao pessoal 
que nos fez aventurar nesta especifica viagem 
de compreensdao e de empatia. 


Ah, a doce politica da memoria. 
Os jogos de poder que jogamos. 
O que 6 bom e o que 6 mau 
para recordar. Especialmente 
em ambientes vulnerdaveis, isso 
pode tornar-se numa questao 
de vida ou morte. 


der o que pode 


locus de emanacao do poder, 
entao teriamos instituig6es por 
toda a parte, o tempo todo. Os 
nossos pais, 0 nosso contexto 
familiar foram talvez os primei- 
ros. Talvez reconhecer frontei- 
ras também tenha a ver com o 
sentimento de seguranc¢a. 


- 


Isso faz com que o “impacto” 
desses processos seja, em 
muitos aspectos, imensurdavel 


No gueto de Pata Rat, tivemos 
boxeadores. Pepe, que entrevis- 
tamos, 6 também praticante de 
kickbox. 


Da mesma forma, a equipa do 
Union Deportiva La Bomba era 
um simbolo do bairro e um lugar 
de coes4o e de organizacao dos 
habitantes. 
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Uma estrela do futebol na 


aldeia 


Qualquer processo de comunica¢ao es- 
tabelecido entre comunidades envolve uma 
expansao improvavel de efeitos “borboleta”, 
manifestados ao longo do tempo. Milhares de 
pessoas oriundas de uma zona rural comecam 
a viver numa area industrial da cidade de Lis- 
boa. Naturalmente, essas mesmas pessoas 
comecaram gradualmente a fomentar amiza- 
des e a estabelecer cumplicidades com rea- 
lidades até ai desconhecidas. Naqueles anos 
40, 50 ou 60 do século passado, a ida, 
especialmente aos domingos, aos esta- 
dios de futebol ja comecava a ser um ha- 
bito para muita gente de zonas operarias 
ea area oriental de Lisboa nao era exce- 
cao: o Clube Oriental de Lisboa, tendo o seu 
estadio Engenheiro Carlos Salema localizado 
mesmo junto ao Bairro Chinés, era desde 1946 
um simbolo de clube de bairro que conseguia 
jogar de igual para igual com as grandes equi- 
pas nacionais, pois naqueles anos fazia parte 
da primeira divisdo do campeonato portugués. 
A cor das suas camisolas era conhecida em 
Portugal por ser unica: a cor grena, dizem que 
uma alusdo direta a cor do vinho, numa home- 
nagem aos grandes armazéns de vinho Abel 
Pereira da Fonseca, um dos maiores emprega- 
dores do bairro de Marvila. 


Como qualquer clube, o Clube Oriental 
de Lisboa (ou COL, ou simplesmente Orien- 
tal) foi tendo os seus idolos, o maior de todos 
nascido com o nome de Rogério Lantres de 
Carvalho (1922-2019), mas apelidado de Ro- 
gério “Pipi”, por ser um jogador de uma des- 
tacada elegancia em campo (“pipi” em por- 
tugués quer dizer precisamente elegante, as 
vezes usado de forma encomiastica, outras 
depreciativa). Rogério Pipi tinha jogado ante- 
riormente no Benfica, tendo sido o primeiro jo- 
gador portugués a ir jogar para o estrangeiro, 
no caso emprestado uma €poca ao Botafogo 
do Rio de Janeiro. Acontece que por intermé- 
dio de umas pessoas originarias da regido do 
vale do rio Paiva (Municipios de Castro Daire 
e de Sao Pedro do Sul) que estavam emigra- 
das em Marvila, Rogério foi convidado, no fi- 
nal dos anos 40, a passar férias na aldeia de 
Nodar. Este lugar, situado na margem direita 
do rio Paiva era naqueles tempos pobre e es- 
sencial, onde as criang¢as jogavam com paus, 
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pedras e agua e nao sabiam nada de futebol. 
E foi entao, naquele improvavel verao, que um 
estrela do futebol portugués jogou a beira do 
rio com crian¢as e jovens rurais, sendo que sé 
mais tarde, ja adultos, alguns daqueles petizes 
perceberam com quem tinham tido um convi- 
vio tao simples e direto: com o grande Rogério 
Pipi que morreu ha muito pouco tempo 
atras, com 97 anos de idade. 


or 


Rogério Pipi cumprimenta dois antigos 


colegas do Sport Lisboa e Benfica, 
Bastos e Jacinto. 
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Fechemos os olhos e 
imaginemos uma viagem 
sonora da necessidade 


ha 


& 


Havia uma crian¢a que era pastora. Alto 
do monte, pés descalc¢os e calc¢as a rocar na 
carqueja e na urze. Assobios e gritos de abso- 
luta convicg¢ao chamado e orientado o gado 
bovino. Tss, tss, eh, eh eh. O vale ecoa a infantil 
voz de comando. Meio dia, pao com torresmos 
e vinho. Salta a rolha, plop. Uma pequena sesta 
debaixo de um carvalho enquanto o gado pas- 
ta. Mais horas, mais minutos, mais segundos 
e é tempo de voltar a casa. O ranger da porta 
de madeira dos currais e mais chamamentos, 
vai, vai, dentro, dentro. Sobe-se as escaleiras 
(velho nome rural portugués para esca- 
das de pedra) e sentado a mesa estado o 
pai e a mae. Siléncio e um ordem pater- 
na: senta-te rapaz. Arrasta uma cadeira, 
rrrrr, ombros assentes na mesa, pum e 
olhar inquieto. Rapaz, amanha vais para 
Lisboa. Aqui nado ha para todos e tu és 0 mais 
despachado dos teus irmaos e irmas. Ja falei 
com o teu tio e podes ficar em casa dele, no 
bairro chinés. Angustia calada, noite mal dor- 


mida. Manha cedo e uma mala de cartao com 
pouca roupa enfiada. Porta-te bem rapaz. Sim 
meu pai. Arranca o carro de praca (taxi) para 
300 quil6dmetros e mais de seis horas de via- 
gem. Vrrrrrmmm e zzzzzzzz. O rapaz adorme- 
ce e quando acorda ouve alguém que lhe diz. 
Rapaz, chegaste! Da ca um abraco ao teu tio. 
Breve caminhada e bem-vindo a barraca n° 52, 
ficas ali naquele quarto com os teus primos. 
Por agora dormireis todos na mesma cama, 
uns para um lado e outros para o outro. Jan- 
tar de sabores um pouco diferentes, talheres 
batem no prato, ruido de mastigacao e 
degluti¢ao e sono profundo. Outro dia. 
Vamos rapaz, veste-te e vais comecar no 
armazém de vinhos a ajudar a arrumar 
os pipos (barris). E facil, os homens des- 
carregam dos camiées e tu so os fazes 
rolar. Rrrrrrrr, ai ai ai, eles pesam. Pesam tanto 
quanto a necessidade de estar aqui. Dor con- 
tida e novo quotidiano. Assim seja, por muitos 
anos. 


Homens e mulheres preparam eira para malhar o 
centeio em aldeia da Serra do Montemuro (Castro Daire). 
Cartdo postal dos anos 60. 
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Interessante. Também traba- 

Cc lhamos com varias pessoas 
neste projeto, incluindo duas 

raparigas: Anastasia e Daria 

- gravando entrevistas com 

pessoas, documentando hist6- 

rias. Mesmo assim, preferiamos 

pedir as pessoas que saissem 

do gueto para serem entrevista- 

das. Razdes de seguran¢a. 
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Querem conhecer o bairro? * 
Arranquemos 


Duas raparigas a colaborar com a Binau- 
ral Nodar, Nely Ferreira (NF) e Susana Rocha 
(SR), em busca de histdrias de gente rural em 
Marvila e surge um convite improvavel. Que- 
rem dar uma volta para conhecer o bairro? O 
que se segue é um excerto de um relato inte- 
ressante do que pode significar a consciéncia 
de pertencer a um lugar: uma viagem de auto- 
moével, conduzida por um morador de Marvila 
com origem em Castro Daire, Mario Fer- 
reira (MF), através de varios pontos sim- 


- [MF] Ali é 0 Bairro do Armador. Armador, Che- 

las, Olaias. [Nota: bairro também designado 

por Zona M]. 

- [NF] Ja esta um bocado longe. Ja esta a fugir 

de Marvila. 

- [MF] E melhor eu passar por aqui, dar a volta 

aqui para voltar para tras. 

- [MF] Aqui era a Fundacao Luso-Brasileira de 

Lingua Portuguesa. Ficou tudo em aguas de 
bacalhau, como vocés vém aqui. 


bolicos da zona oriental de Lisboa, onde - [SR] Estas ruinas aqui? 
se cruzam sons, referéncias objetivas, - [MF] Sim. 


piadas e memorias pessoais, com o en- 
viesamento natural de quem se esforca 
por contar a melhor historia possivel e de se 
mostrar como sendo alguém popular no bairro. 


[Autorradio com frequéncias graves dis- 
torcidas emite uma canc¢ao de fado, a mais tra- 
dicional forma musical da cidade de Lisboa] 


[MF indica com orgulho onde fica a sua casa] 


- [MF] Sao estas trés janelas que estado aqui por 
baixo. 


- [SR] Sdo suas janelas. 
- [MF] No primeiro andar. 


- [Segue-se outra canc¢ao de fado entrecruza- 
da por sons de pisca-pisca] 

- [SR] Vé 0 rio Tejo da sua janela? 

- [MF] Vejo... vejo. E ja vou mostrar a parte de 
tras. 


[MF refere-se a pessoas conhecidas que vé na 
rua e a Sua provavel reacdo ao perceberem que 
esta a fazer de guia “turistico”] 


- [MF] Eles agora até ficam admirados. “Quem 
é que este gajo anda a passear?” Ficam todos 
malucos. Percebe? 


- [MF] Esta a ver, esta janela grande. A grande, 
a pequena e a marquise. 


- [SR] E aquela roupa que esta ali a secar 6 sua? 


- [MF] Nao, nao, essa é do vizinho. Eu nao tenho 
la roupa nenhuma. 


- [SR] E aqui ainda ha umas barracas... 
- [MF] Nao sao barracas, sao pombais. 


[Fado continua a ser emitido, por entre sons de 
motor e de pisca-pisca] 


- [MF] Ali 6 a escola EB23 de Marvila. 


- [MF] Ali mais a frente era o Palacio do 
Marqués de Abrantes. 


[Na radio uma ouvinte pede mais um fado que 
dedica a D. Ema do Bairro do Menino de Deus, 
na Pontinha, outro bairro periférico de Lisboa] 


- [MF] Isto 6 sé um bocadinho do icebergue. 


[Finalmente percebe-se que a estacao de ra- 
dio que se escuta no autorradio é a Radio Ama- 
lia, uma emissora de Lisboa dedicada exclusi- 
vamente ao fado, 24 horas por dia]. 


[Comega outra can¢ao de fado, cujos primei- 
ros versos sao: “Fui domingo visitar / por dever 
aum hospital / um antigo amigo meu’. 


- [MF] Nao é por acaso que eu conhe¢o a Quin- 
ta do Marqués de Abrantes [Nota: significa que 
Mario Ferreira viveu numa barraca instalada 
nessa antiga quinta agricola, barraca que era 
parte de um dos muitos bairros informais que 
cresceram na segunda metade do Século XX 
na zona oriental de Lisboa]. 


- [MF] S6 vos trago a ver um bocadinho disto 
para que possam dizer: “Esta pessoa conhece, 
ela sabe”. Estao a ver ou nao? 


- [MF] Isto é que era o Bairro Chinés. [Nota: 0 
Bairro Chinés era o mais conhecido bairro de 
barracas da zona oriental de Lisboa, o qual 
ocupava precisamente terrenos da Quinta do 
Marqués de Abrantes e assim era chamado 
pela prdpria populacao pela analogia das ca- 
sas de madeira com a arquitetura tradicional 
chinesa]. 

- [MF] Vocés vao ver aqui 0 Futebol Clube Re- 
creativo do Rossdo, onde eu fui desde vogal 
até presidente [Nota: Rossao 6 uma aldeia na 
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Muito bem colocado, invisi- 
bilidade oficial. Trabalhamos 
num parque abandonado onde 
tivemos um contentor. Sem ele- 
tricidade, sem aqua. Estavamos 
fora do radar social. E assim que 
a nossa gente se poderia sentir 
suficientemente livre para se 
manifestar. 


Do nosso lado obrigado a Apai 
Emese, Kasza Izabella, Alex 
(Pepe) Fechete, Luci Rad, Adi Ci- 
mpoiesu, Anastasia Stefan, Daria 
Ghizdavu, obrigado, obrigado! :) 


Tal como na periferia de Bar- 
celona, os bairros de barracas 
foram constru/dos em terras 
agricolas que circundavam 

a cidade. O despovoamento 
das areas rurais correu para- 
lelamente a industrializagao 
dos seus campos; Ao mesmo 
tempo, as cidades aumentavam 
o numero e a densidade da sua 
populagao enquanto perdiam a 
producaéo agricola periurbana. 


e 
Os nossos 


A intervencao da Binaural Nodar 
no ambito do projeto europeu “Where 
the city loses its name” teve como uma 
das suas abordagens uma articulacdo 
complementar entre meméoria individual 
e memoria coletiva. Ao longo do curso do pro- 
jeto foram, por exemplo, desenvolvidos va- 
rios ateliés de mapeamento coletivo da zona 
oriental de Lisboa, tendo em conta a informa- 
lidade e/ou invisibilidade oficial de muitos dos 
locais onde viviam, trabalhavam ou passavam 
as populacées. Estes ateliés foram desenvol- 
vidos na Biblioteca Municipal de Castro Daire 
tiveram por base uma metodologia de mapea- 
mento coletivo desenvolvida pela LaFundicid, 
sendo precisamente este tipo de partilha um 
dos objetivos do projeto. De seguida, trans- 
crevemos um excerto de uma das sessées de 
mapeamento, desenvolvida na Biblioteca Mu- 
nicipal de Castro Daire em Novembro de 2019, 
interessante para percebermos os delicados 
matizes existentes nos processos dialéticos 
inerentes a constru¢ao da meméoria coletiva. 


Dinamizadores: Luis Costa, Liliana Silva, 
Marta Carvalhal, Claudia Almeida, Mapeado- 
res: Leonel Ribeiro, Antdénio Pereira, Maria Inés 
Paiva, José Silva, José Carneiro. 


[Dinamizador] Os mapas oficiais de Lisboa 
mencionam as ruas principais, a linha do com- 
boio mas nao o bairro onde vocés viveram. 


[Mapeador] Mas aquilo nado era nenhum bairro, 
eram barracas. 


[Mapeador] Aquilo era uma quinta agricola. Os 
bois comegavam a lavrar da linha do comboio 
para cima. Eu lavrei aquilo tudo, na Quinta Mar- 
qués de Abrantes. 

[Mapeador] O Bairro Chinés eram trés quintas: 


a Quinta Marqués de Abrantes, a Quinta do 
Leonel e a... 
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mapas do bairro 


A 


[Mapeador] Nao era a Quinta das Flores? 
[Mapeador] Ou Alfinetes? 


[Mapeador] A Quinta das Flores ainda 
existe. 


[Mapeador] Aqui é a linha do comboio e os Al- 
finetes é do outro lado. 


[Dinamizador] Aqui neste mapa antigo com 
quase 100 anos diz que a Quinta do Marqués 
de Abrantes esta entre a Azinhaga dos Alfine- 
tes, a rua José Patrocinio e a rua do Vale Fun- 
dao. A Rua de Marvila esta ca em baixo, junto 
ao rio. 


[Mapeador] Esta certo, 6 isso mesmo. 


[Dinamizador] Mas as quintas estavam ligadas 
entre si? 


[Mapeador] Nao senhor. Era a Azinhaga dos 
Alfinetes que dividia a Quinta do Leonel para 
a esquerda e a Quinta Marqués de Abrantes 
para a direita. 


[Mapeador] O terreno do Eduardo era perto do 
campo do Clube Oriental de Lisboa. Eu che- 
guei la a mungir as vacas. 


[Mapeador] La por 1959, trés pessoas daqui 
da zona da serra do Montemuro alugaram ao 
Eduardo uma parcela de terreno para construi- 
rem e alugarem barracas e comecaram a cha- 
mar pessoal daqui. 


[Mapeador] Mas eu vim aqui para saber por- 
que 6 que o nosso bairro se chamava Bairro 
Chinés. 

[Dinamizador] Nao era pelas semelhang¢as das 
barracas com as Casas tradicionais chinesas? 


[Mapeador] E isso mesmo, estavamos a imitar 
a China com as nossas barracas. 


[Mapeador] Sabe que as familias construfam 
as barracas com as ripas de madeira com 
intervalos e depois eram forradas do lado de 
dentro com cartado. 


Uma das seccoées da Sociedade Nacional de Sab6ées. 


Nos terrenos que antes ocu- 
param os bairros de La Bom- 
ba, Can Pi, La Cadena ou La 
Sangonera, apenas esta de pé 
uma Unica ‘masia’ (nome pelo 
qual sao conhecidas as casas 
dos camponeses catalaes). 
Trata-se da Masia Can Gotlla 
que, ironicamente, hoje é a 
sede do gabinete de promo¢ao 
do distrito econémico. 
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[Mapeador] Porque aquela zona tinha tantas 
fabricas, o Sabao, o Brito, tinha muitas. 


[Mapeador] S6 no armazém de vinhos do Abel 
Pereira da Fonseca, ca em baixo no Poco do 
Bispo, trabalhavam la tantas pessoas. Nos sa- 
bées (Sociedade Nacional de Sab6es) eram 
mais de setecentas pessoas. 


[Mapeador] A rua de Marvila, ca em baixo era 
cheia de gente. Nos tinhamos que nos desviar 
dos outros para conseguir passar. 


[Mapeador] E essa gente era so com os traba- 
Ihadores dos turnos de dia, pois havia varios 
outros turnos, inclusive a noite. 


[Mapeador] E quando era a hora de almoco? 
Nods na Sociedade Nacional de Sabées tinha- 
mos trés andares de refeitério, com a cozinha 
no rés-do-chao. 

[Mapeador] Muito perto das barracas, ao lado 
da Igreja de Marvila, havia uma loja que vendia 
méveis, roupa e calcado usados para as pes- 
soas que vinham morar para o bairro. Chama- 
vam ao proprietario o Cortés. 


[Dinamizador] Mas quem chegava da aldeia, 
construia ou alugava uma barraca ja existente? 


[Mapeador] Eu aluguei a minha. 
[Mapeadores] Discussa&o acesa. 


[Mapeador] Eu nao, eu fiz a minha. Aquilo era 
assim: De noite, juntavam-se duas ou trés pes- 
soas e com quatro taipais e umas chapas de 
zinco por cima faziam uma barraca e colocan- 
do um colchao no interior, a policia vinha ao 
outro dia e ja nao podia deita-la abaixo nem 
expulsar as pessoas. 


[Dinamizador] Havia pessoas daqui da zona 
que viviam noutras zonas mais perto do 


rio, como o Beato, em que ja tinham ca- 
sas? 4 / 
[Mapeador] Sim, essas eram antigas vi- 


las operarias do inicio do século XX, que 
tinham um patio interior e as pessoas viviam 
nos apartamentos a volta do patio. Essas ca- 
sas tinham outras condi¢cdées. 
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Entrada na Sociedade Nacional de Sabées. 
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Da Serra para a Fabrica. 
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Um arquivo de memorias, 


entre a serra eo bairro de 


barracas 


Uma das componentes centrais da in- 
tervencao da Binaural Nodar no projeto Whe- 
re the city loses its name constituiu a realiza- 
¢ao de um conjunto de entrevistas a atuais e 
antigos habitantes da zona industria de Mar- 
vila, todos eles originarios do municipio de 
Castro Daire. Essas entrevistas foram agre- 
gadas num sub-projeto intitulado Da Serra 
para a Fabrica e devidamente catalogadas 
e disponibilizadas numa cole¢cao prdépria do 
Arquivo Digital da Binaural Nodar (ht- 


emigracao-beira-para-lisboa/). A partir das 
entrevistas foram desenvolvidas varias ati- 
vidades criativas como podcasts experi- 
mentais, poemas audiovisuais, exposicao 
mixed-media e espetaculo multidisciplinar. 
De forma a deixar uma marca perene do que 
foram estes momentos, elencamos os titu- 
los, ligag6es e um resumo dos referidos do- 
cumentos deste arquivo de memorias, entre 
a serra eo bairro operario. 


tps://www.archive.binauralmedia.org/ A 8 


NODAR.OO/46 
Entrevista a Amadeu 
Pereira (Ermida, 

« Castro Daire) 


Quase que por defini¢ao, um barbeiro 
é€ alguém que escuta, observa e sente o fluxo 
quotidiano da sua freguesia e Amadeu Perei- 
ra assume essa condicao de cronista informal 
falando de tudo um pouco: das empresas que 
empregavam milhares de trabalhadores (as fa- 
bricas do “material de guerra”, dos “sabdes”, 
da UTIC - Unido de Transportadores para Im- 
portacao e Comércio, da estiva no Porto de 
Lisboa, etc.), do “pessoal” que era quase todo 
da “terra” (ou seja das aldeias entre a serra 
do Montemuro e a serra de Sado Macario), dos 
bailes mandados com as contradane¢as, dos 
encontros amorosos e, por ultimo, da recente 
transformac¢ao acelerada com viadutos e vias 
rapidas a cortarem o bairro a meio. 


= 
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Em que medida sao incompa- 
tiveis com os dispositivos de 
memoria instituidos - como o 
arquivo - as formas informais de 
narrar, esse “falar um pouco de 
tudo” que salta numa aparente 
desordem de um tema a outro, 
da anedota, ao geral, do humo- 
ristico ao dramatico...? 


Hoje em dia, preparar comida 
na rua 6 uma atividade social- 
mente tao mal vista e tao estri- 
tamente regulamentada, que 
se torna muito dificil. Fazé-lo de 
forma espontanea é impossivel. 


= 
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NODAR 00749 As memoéorias de Maria Trindade Henri- 

. ques sao também aquelas dos seus pais que on a 
1 " trabalharam arduamente, o pai lisboeta na 

Entrevista a M arla constru¢ao nas Docas de Lisboa, a mae cas- 


trense na Fabrica Nacional, na “Sabao” (Socie- 


Tri ndade Henriques dade Nacional de Sab6ées) e noutras fabricas 


de Marvila. A meninice passou depressa e das 


(Ca rvalhas, Ca stro brincadeiras de mercearias, com balangas fei- 


tas de caixa de graxa e pedras a fazer de ba- 
Da re) tatas, aos treze anos de idade Maria Trindade -_ 5 
Henriques estava ja a dobrar camisas na Rua 
Augusta e dai passou por um sem fim de tra- 
balhos: na Fabrica das Varandas, na “Sedas e 


Veludos”, no Batista Russo, nas limpezas 
e outros. Os anos passaram, mas nao 
a memoria vivida da aldeia e da Marvi- 


la mais castrense: do cheiro a carqueja 

queimada, das panelas de ferro, das ve- 
lhotas das Monteiras que levantam as saias as C) 
raparigas de Lisboa a ver se tinham saiotes, dos 
bailes a moda da aldeia e dos santos populares 
nos patios de Marvila, e mais recentemente, 
do seu papel na exploracao do bar da Casa de 
Castro Daire em Lisboa e na promogao de ati- 
vidades rurais como a matang¢a do porco ou o 
magusto, ou da seu envolvimento nas dan¢as e 
cantares no ambito do Rancho Etnografico da 
Casa de Castro Daire em Lisboa. 


N O DAR 00750 Nao tendo vivido na primeira pessoa o ambien- 
: te fabril da zona de Marvila, Victor Pereira vi- 
FE " Vi veu a sua infancia no Bairro Chinés, no qual diz 
ntrevista a ictor foi verdadeiramente feliz e descreve com um 
P pendor quase filosdfico como o “ser da terra” 
Pe reira incorpora valores quase esquecidos como a 
: bondade, a gentileza e a comunicagao franca. 
(Castro Daire) Na sua profissdo de “industrial de taxi”, uma 
das atividades de eleicao de muitos beirdes 
em Lisboa, Victor Pereira intui matizes, tendén- 
cias e contradi¢des do mundo citadino, como 
a gente bem vestida e apressada que trata o 
taxista como uma maquina, ao invés de outra 
gente mais humilde, quase sempre de origem 
rural, que nao se cojbe de dizer quem é, de 
onde vem e para onde vai. 


Casas prefabricadas do Bairro 
da PRODAC - Associacgao 

de Produtividade na 
Autoconstru¢ao 


Placa de informacao sobre o Bairro 


da PRODAC - Associa¢ao de 
Produtividade na Autoconstru¢gao 


e 


NODAR.OO770 
Entrevista a Jose 
Silva e Maria Inés 
Paiva (Pereira, Castro 
Daire) 


REAL 
54 QUINTA MAR eS 


or etrvucao 


vm por oor oma <« 
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José Silva e Maria Inés Paiva formam um 
casal unido que conseguiu superar os desafios 
que a vida lhes foi colocando. Saidos muito no- 
vos de aldeias do concelho de Castro Daire, fo- 
ram viver inicialmente para o chamado “Campo 
50”, um bairro de casas de tijolo por cima do 
campo do Clube Oriental de Lisboa. José Silva 
fez carreira na Sociedade Nacional de Sabées 
(SNS), enorme conglomerado de empresas 
onde se fabricavam resinas para tintas, racdes, 
dleos, detergentes, etc. tendo a sua primeira 
funcdo sido a da lavagem de tambores para a 
fabricacao de resinas, poliésteres e materiais 
para tintas. Maria Inés Paiva ficou inicialmen- 
te em casa a cuidar dos filhos pequenos e, 
apos o 25 de abril de 1974, conseguiu colocar 
as criangcas numa creche construida no Bairro 
da PRODAC para acolher as criancas da zona, 
uma melhoria, como tantas outras, resultan- 
te do desenvolvimento social verificado com a 
instauragao da democracia em Portugal. Esta 
possibilidade de colocar os seus filhos na cre- 
che, permitiu a Maria Inés Paiva entrar no mer- 
cado do trabalho, concretamente na empresa 
Sedas e Veludos integrada no Grupo Batista 
Russo onde durante 19 anos trabalhou na co- 
zinha, confecionando almocos no refeitdrio da 
empresa. 
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pA POPULAPAO 


SUINTA ¢ 3 CLARAS 


fFoqes atraves de 
de Mite-Constrvuc a0== 
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Na periferia de Barcelona, por 
volta da mesma €poca historica, 
houve também um numero sig- 
nificativo de iniciativas coope- 
rativas, que se basearam numa 
forte cultura de auto-organiza- 
¢ao dos bairros e que foi deci- 
siva para a queda da ditadura. 
Paradoxalmente, a democracia 
desativou muito desse impulso 
autdénomo ao institucionalizar os 
movimentos sociais. 
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=[s] NODAR.OO793 

» Entrevista a Joaquim 
' Ferreira (Lamelas de 
La, Castro Daire) 


Pereira (Lamelas, 
Castro Daire) 
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Criado por uns tios que eram negocian- 
tes de gado, Joaquim Ferreira ajudou-os desde 
tenra idade a guardar as “vacas no monte”, per- 
correndo quildmetros na serra do Montemuro. 
Aos dezasseis anos foi para Lisboa, onde ja 
estavam os irmaos e os pais. A realidade que 
encontrou foi dura. Quando chegou, percebeu 
que teria de viver numa barraca de madeira no 
Bairro Chinés, feita com chapas de zinco, com 
falta de Agua canalizada, a qual era transporta- 
da para dentro de casa em cantaros de plastico 
obtida no chafariz. Chegado a Lisboa, o sonho 
que tinha era ser pedreiro, arte que abracou du- 
rante seis anos tendo chegado a mestre. Poste- 
riormente tornou-se policia até a reforma. 


Com os pais a trabalharem, a mae na 
Sociedade Nacional de Sab6ées e o pai num ar- 
mazeém de tubos, era Antonio Pereira que, com 
as indicag6es deixadas pela mae, preparava o 
almoco para a familia. Recorda-nos o tempo em 
que todas as noites, pela madrugada ia buscar 
O pao ao padeiro, para a manha do dia seguinte, 
sem luz, sozinho e muitas vezes com ratazanas 
a passar-lhe a frente. Andou na escola e ainda 
chegou a estudar no quinto ano de escolarida- 
de, mas a morte prematura do pai impediu-o 
de continuar, pois teve que ajudar a mae e os 
irmaos. Comecou entao a trabalhar numa mer- 
cearia do bairro de Marvila, a mercearia do Se- 
nhor Marques, onde esteve cerca de trés anos. 
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[m] N O DAR 00784 Fatima Silva cresceu no Bairro Chinés e con- 

. . ta que era uma zona de muito convivio, pois 
a ze talvez 90% das pessoas eram oriundas da 

Entrevista a Fatima zona de Viseu. Lembra-se dos bailaricos e 


dos convivios, dos momentos ao fim da mis- 


Silva (Monteiras, sa de Domingo em que toda a gente falava 
: entre si e contava as ultimas novidades. A 

Castro Daire) familia viveu numa barraca até Fatima Silva 
ter 13/14 anos, tendo mais tarde a barraca 
sido deitada abaixo para construirem uma 
casa de alvenaria. A barraca e posterior casa —_ 
situavam-se na Azinhaga dos Alfinetes, jun- 
to ao estadio do Clube Oriental de Lisboa. 
Com ironia, certos amigos diziam: “Moras 
nos alfinetes? Vé la se te picas”. Lembra-se 
que filmaram o filme “Mala de Cartao” sobre 
a vida da cantora Linda de Suza no bairro 
chinés e que todas as criancas jogavam ao _—— Muitos dos testemunhos diretos 

rq) pido, a macaca, a corda, ao berlinde, etc. 0 devidanas barracas séo de O 


que a leva aconcluir que teve uma infancia pessoas que /é viveram apenas 
muito feliz. Por exemplo, nos dias de Verao _—enquanto criangas. As suas 
punham uma manta no chao no patio em  =Memorias sdo filtradas por esse 
frente de casa e os mitidos da zona junta- _fato. Sao lembrangas felizes. 
vam-se a estudar ou a brincar. Ou havendo _ /ss0 torna esses testemunhos 
hortas e campos, os mitidos corriam pelos 79s valiosos? Como aborda- 
campos floridos de malmequeres, subiam as 8 2 relagao entre infancia e 
figueiras para apanhar figos ou iam apanhar = (2 Orla? 

Cc pinhdes pois havia varios pinheiros mansos. 


Fatima Silva e Irma caminham 
em rua junto ao Bairro Chinés na 
zona do cano da agua (anos 80). 


Mae de Fatima Silva traz Agua do chafariz comunitario 
para a sua barraca. 


NODAR.OO779 
Entrevista a Jose da 
Silva (Colo de Pito, 
Castro Daire) 


A vida na aldeia era dificil e José da Silva 
foi criado, desde pequenino, “atras” das ove- 
Ihas e das vacas. Andou na escola, mas as di- 
ficuldades eram muitas, os pais trabalhavam 
no campo e era dai que tiravam o rendi- 
mento, apesar de ser pouco. Aos 15 anos 


rumou a Lisboa, por volta do ano de 1958, com 
a esperanca de uma vida melhor. A industria 
precisava de bracos e eles precisavam de es- 
perang¢a, a esperanc¢a que nao tinham nas suas 
terras de origem. A cidade abriu-lhe as portas, 
mas a vida, no inicio foi dificil. Juntou-se ao pai 
e€ a um dos irmaos, “que ja por la andavam”, e 
logo na primeira noite dormiu, no Bairro Chinés, 
numa barraca, que viria a ser o seu tecto. Recor- 
da como eram as barracas, de chapa por cima, 
tabuas de madeira por fora, forradas por dentro 
a papelao e muito pequenas. Sem dinheiro para 
cama, José da Silva, dormia numa “tarimba”, re- 
lata-nos. As condicées eram muito dificeis, as 
barracas nao tinham agua corrente, as fossas 

eram a céu aberto e para cozinhar socor- 


5 6 riam-se de uma maquina a petrdleo. 


NODAR.OO771 
Entrevista a Jose 
Carneiro (Cetos, 
Castro Daire) 


Depois de fazer a tropa em Viseu, José 
Carneiro rumou até Lisboa onde comecou por 
viver numa barraca no Bairro Chinés enquan- 
to era servente de limpeza no Hospital Julio 
de Matos e nas folgas trabalhava na estiva a 
“alombar” sacas de 60, 70 e até 80 quilogra- 
mas. Certo dia foi inscrever-se na Sociedade 
Nacional de Sabdes (SNS) em Marvila e com 
a ajuda de um conterraneo, o José “Gordo” de 
Feirao (concelho de Resende), conseguiu que 
a sua ficha de inscrig¢ao fosse passada para 
cima da pilha, tendo assim sido contratado, 
inicialmente para o departamento de cargas e 
descargas de sacas de miolo de coco, giras- 
sol, soja, etc. para fazer sabdes e outros pro- 
dutos de limpeza. Esta empresa era um grande 
conglomerado onde trabalhavam mais de mil 
empregados, sendo José Carneiro o emprega- 
do n° 756. No perimetro da fabrica havia para 
além da SNS, a Fabrica Nacional de Margari- 
nas, as Racdes Vitamealo, as Resinas Synres, 
mais tarde a Colgate-Palmolive e outras. 


Que processos histdricos deram 
origem a essa falta de espe- 
ran¢a da populacao rural? Que 
condi¢ées materiais de exis- 
téncia oferecia a aldeia? Como 
chegaram a ser essas e nao 
outras? Como se construiu o 
desejo de ir para a cidade? Que 
ofertas e promessas oferecia 
aos habitantes de zonas rurais? 
Em que medida foram for¢ados 
a emigrar ou seduzidos pelo 
imaginario urbano? 
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Cartao de operario de José 


(D 


Medalha comemorativa dos 67 


dias de greve dos trabalhadores 


da Sociedade Nacional de 


Sabédes em 1978 (José Carneiro). 


NODAR.OO788 
Entrevista a Arnaldo 
Dias (Cotelo, Castro 
Daire) 


A histdria de Arnaldo Dias, com partida para 
a capital aos vinte e quatro anos, foi igual a tantas 
outras, com promessas de emprego e mais dinhei- 
ro. Casou-se cedo, aos dezanove anos e ja casado, 
rumou para Lisboa, com a mulher e trés dos 
cinco filhos. Foi viver como tantos outros para 


Marvila, para o Bairro Chinés, para um aglomera- 
do de barracas, que recorda, com tristeza e onde 
viveu durante dez anos. A sua barraca era igual a 
tantas outras, feita de madeira, com chapas de 
zinco e papelao. Recorda, com alguma alegria o 
dia em que mudou, com a sua familia para uma 
das casas pré-fabricadas, abandonando o bairro 
de lata. Na nova casa tudo era diferente, tudo mu- 
dou, como nos diz, mobilou-a e teve finalmente 
uma casa de banho. Viveu como podia viver, com 
sacrificio para criar os cinco filhos mas diz-nos, 
com um brilho nos olhos, que a alegria se dava 
quando nas férias vinha a terra. Conta, até, que 
numa dessas viagens, ja em carro préprio, demo- 
rou mais de nove horas, mas compensado, pelo 

regresso, por uns tempos, a terra que o viu 


5 ( nascer. 
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Um epilogo na forma de 


poema 


Da aldeia para longe fui levado, 
O desejo nao existia naqueles tempos. 


A carqueja e o vento de primavera, 
A sensacao absoluta de ser livre, 
Seria para pastores e poetas. 


Mas nao para mim, diziam. 
Eu, que nao tinha voto na matéria. 
Pois o que a familia decidia, era lei. 


Diziam que éramos muitos para tao pou- 
co, 


Que outros la fora, em Espanha ou em Italia 
Também estavam a fazer o mesmo. 


E quem éramos nos para nao seguirmos 0 ven- 
to da hist6ria? 


Mas pensando melhor, 


Deixamos mil anos de raizes 
Por uns cobres urbanos, 


Dinheiro vivo, uma semana, um més, um ano, 
trinta anos. 


Tost6es daqueles que luziam 

que permitiram o copo na taberna, 
a roupa ja nao tecida, 

O bibel6, 

O carrito, 

A viagem de elétrico, 

A ida a praia, 

A telenovela, 

A bola ao domingo, 

A quota do sindicato. 


Mas o que teve de ser foi. 

Fomos nos que quisemos ir para nao voltar, 
Fomos nos que quisemos acreditar, 

Que o Montemuro nAo era possivel. 


Seria possivel ou nao? 
Nao sei, outros ficaram e seguiram vivendo. 
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Entre pedras, cabras e galinhas. 
E agora toca-nos esta existéncia intermédia 


Entre a memoria do bairro, 
Da barraca humilde mas decente, 
Da mercearia, 
Do chafariz, 
Da fabrica, 
Do armazém, 
Da linha do comboio 
Dos middos a brincar na lama 
Daquela aldeia transportada para Lisboa. 


E entre a memo6oria dos pais 


Da comida no prato comum, 

Da cozinha negra de fumo, 

Do baile na eira, 

Da inocéncia nas faces dos jovens, 

Da partilha que era necessidade, 

De sermos parte de uma velha historia. 


Mas na historia que nos coube 
nao ha inocentes nem culpados. 


Houve somente a tentativa de viver com dig- 
nidade 


E isso quase todos conseguimos. 
E isso ninguém nos tira. 


Anos, 
Camponeses na cidade. 


e 
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Gotas de agua. 
Hidratacion de memorias y 
archivos digitales 


En la casa de mi familia, en 
Montevideo, hay un mueble de ma- 
dera barnizada con cajones chatos, 
al que siempre se le Ilam6 archivo. 
Recuerdo el sonido que hacian un 
par de sus cajones al deslizarse por 
el carril que los sostenia; ahora que 
lo pienso, muy similar al que hace un 
cepillo de madera. No salfan virutas, 
sino olor a papeles. Entre esos pape- 
les habia mapas de ciudades en las 
que estuvieron mis padres cuando yo 
era chica. Recuerdo también los to- 
nos pastel de las cartas del cielo que 
mi padre sabia leer, las fotos en blan- 
co y negro y las diapositivas de aque- 
llos viajes, que cada tanto volviamos 
a mirar, a veces con alguien que nos 
visitaba, proyectadas en mi cuarto a 
oscuras. Versalles, oro por todas par- 
tes, grandes construcciones arqui- 
tectdnicas, una plaza en algun lugar 
del Reino Unido en el que un dia de 
lluvia, alguien regaba el jardineado 
con paraguas y manguera. 


Nunca me interesaron los ma- 
pas de las ciudades ni me manejo 
bien con ellos. Recuerdo también los 
pliegues pelados y a veces rotos por 
el uso que tuvieron. Yo también archi- 
vo. Hoy, casi todos archivamos y so- 
mos archivados (Blasco, 2009). Qui- 
zas por cierta tendencia a escapar 
del aqui y ahora, por gula de relatos 
oO para comprender ddnde estan mis 
pies, pregunto frecuentemente como 
era el barrio en el que vivo, a tan po- 
cos metros del encuentro con usos 
rurales del espacio y la tierra. Hoy 
es ciudad pero hace unos afios eran 
vihtledos. Pasa el Omnibus pero a ve- 
ces deambulan caballos y vacas que 
se sueltan de sus amarres y salen en 
procura de los intersticios de pasto , 
entre las casas y la calle, que aun no 
cubre el rio de cemento canalizado 
por politicas publicas y una muy parti- 
cular concepcidn del progreso. 

Quienes tenemos la inmensa 
fortuna de trabajar en lo que nos gus- 
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ta y tenemos suficientes indicios que 
nuestra tarea es valorada por aquellas 
personas que nos importan, ya sea 
si trabajamos en ambientes acadé- 
micos o en proyectos propios que se 
desarrollan de forma independiente y 
colaborativa, solemos cuestionamos 
con cierta periodicidad si realmen- 
te sirve de algo lo que hacemos, si le 
aporta a la sociedad en la que vivimos, 
sicreamos los formatos adecua- 

dos para socializar y compartir 

los resultados de los proyectos 

y las investigaciones. El trabajo 

con memorias colectivas tiene 

implicito este reto. ~Cabe llevarle a la 
gente con la que tomamos mate junto 
al fuego o en una cocina, un paper pu- 
blicado en una revista seria? ¢Esa es 
la mejor estrategia para que circule la 
memoria emergida, el conocimiento 
construido muchas veces artesanal y 
colectivamente? Por otra parte, alos 
de diarios de campo, registros audio- 
visuales, grabaciones sonoras se van 
acumulando y las carpetas amarillas 
en computadoras o dispositivos de 
memoria externa suben de peso a 
medida que los aparatos de registro 
bajan de precio y mejoran las calida- 
des de los formatos. Hoy casi cual- 
quier persona puede filmar, fotogra- 
fiar, grabar y compartir lo que le venga 
en gana. No sdlo quienes se dedican 
al trabajo con memorias no oficiales 
como oficio, realizan registros, contri- 
buyen a desvelar historias, reconstruir 
procesos y crear archivos con acce- 
sos mas 0 menos abiertos. Los pro- 
pios portadores de las memorias ha- 
cen reclamos de justicia, de derechos 
humanos, combaten el silenciamien- 
to, documentan la existencia de su 
comunidad, construyen sus propios 
relatos (Giraldo, 2018; Gutiérrez ed. 
alter, 2020). Son personas que gene- 
racion tras generacion han sido des- 
pojadas de sus tierras y arrancadas 
de sus territorios, que buscan a sus 
familiares desaparecidos, construyen 


testimonios y documentos, generan 
archivos que sostienen y sustentan 
sus luchas, mientras el acceso a otros 
archivos les es negado (Rodriguez ed. 
Alter, 2020; Da Silva Catela, 2011). 


Todos archivamos, si. Pero por 
motivos, circunstancias e historias di- 
versas, permitir y fomentar el acceso 
a esos constructos no es tan frecuen- 

te. Lejos de quitarle mérito alos 

archiveros profesionales, en los 

ultimos afios ha sido muy re- 

confortante constatar la aper- 

tura que han tenido a la con- 

sideraci6n y valoraci6n de los 
llamados archivos menores. Ademas 
de producir reflexion critica sobre es- 
tos “otros” archivos, hoy, archivdlo- 
gos activistas y organizaciones estan 
brindando capacitaciones a las que 
cualquier ciudadano puede acceder, 
aunque sea por internet1. Estos profe- 
sionales se involucran con experien- 
cias sociales en las que pueden con- 
tribuir con su ciencia y también con su 
artesania. Las instituciones en donde 
encuentran trabajo remunerado, sin 
embargo, van a una marcha mas lenta 
y menos inclusiva en sus intereses. 


El quehacer en torno a los acer- 
vos no se restringe Unicamente a cus- 
todiar los patrimonios sino que son 
“instrumentos para vencer al olvido 
frente a formas de vida desterradas o 
negadas en los relatos oficiales y he- 
gemonicos” (Chavarria, 2017). Son ne- 
cesarias pues, estrategias de difusi6n 
y de socializacidn de los contenidos. 


Voy a referirme aqui a un punto 
de partida personal y a dos experien- 
cias que se desarrollan en territorios 


™ RIPDASA, Red Iberoamerica- 
na de preservacion digital de archivos 
sonoros y digitales tiene una serie de 
webinarios didacticos publicados en 
su canal youtube: https://www.youtube. 
com/channel/UCoWU8W450SNgmCS- 
bgw5vE4Q/videos 


especificos y rurales que tomo como 
referencia al momento de considerar 
internet como medio de acceso y di- 
fusion de registros sonoros y audiovi- 
suales de saberes colectivos, histo- 
rias locales ymemorias subterraneas. 
Posteriormente comentaré algunos 
aspectos relativos a la reactivacién 
de conocimientos: el disefo de cir- 
cuitos de circulacién, y a formatos y 
estrategias de difusi6n de conteni- 
dos, creados y vinculados de alguna 
manera a archivos orales, sonoros y 
audiovisuales. 


Entre los afos 2006 y 2008 
contribui a la creacién de un archivo 
oral y audiovisual en el que los regis- 
tros fueron realizados por los propios 
habitantes de los pueblos, luego de al- 
gunas actividades en las que se acor- 
daron estrategias de aproximacion, 
temas a abordar y se experimentaron 
formas de preguntar. Se pretendia 
dar cierta trascendencia a personas y 
formas de vida y lenguaje vinculadas 
la mayor parte de los casos a zonas 
rurales de un departamento nortefio 
de Uruguay. Para la zona, alejada de 
la capital del pais, la propuesta fue 
novedosa y en cierto sentido exitosa, 
ya que como resultado se obtuvie- 
ron filmaciones con explicaciones de 
la vida productiva de lugares ahora 
despoblados y de los que no existen 
publicaciones; relatos de vida y expli- 
caciones de oficios rurales en los que 
se especializaron hombres y mujeres, 
vivencias de agricultores, ganaderos, 
musicos, poseedores de multiples co- 
nocimientos que les permitieron vivir 
y mantenerse en pequefos pueblos y 
parajes. Sin embargo luego de satis- 
fecha la motivaci6n para realizar esos 
ejercicios de memoria en la que unos 
tomaron la iniciativa de “registrar” y 
otros aceptaron ser “registrados” o 
entrevistados, en un futuro inmediato 
nadie necesit6 mirar esas peliculas, 
esas fotos con informaciones y ex- 
plicaciones escritas, escuchar esas 
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voces digitalizadas. Son narraciones 
y reflejos de materialidades que sdlo 
con el paso del tiempo parecen ser 
valoradas y si bien su utilidad es bien 
conocida por investigadores, es raro 
que un usuario cualquiera, como po- 
dria ser el de una biblioteca, solicite 
el acceso a ese tipo de documentos. 
Quizas por eso y porque implica cierta 
estructura de conservacion y recursos 
humanos para su gestion, poco tiem- 
po después de acabado el proyecto 
que le dio origen, el archivo paso al 
olvido hasta que recientemente fue 
donado a un departamento de cultura 
municipal, quien lo recibid sin mayor 
emociodn. El mueble de la casa fami- 
liar se mantiene en perfectas condi- 
ciones. En la ciudad en la que trabajé, 
lejos de la casa familiar, el contenido 
de lo que denominé “archivo” realiza- 
do con la colaboraci6n de unas cuan- 
tas personas bajo el amparo de una 
institucion religiosa, hoy se encuentra 
empaquetado en cajas de carton y de 
esa manera, literalmente no existe. 


éCdémo acceder al sentido pro- 
fundo que le dan las personas a sus 
propios actos, cuando no formamos 
parte de esa cultura? Ciertamente 
que con preguntar no alcanza. No es 
por falta de voluntad y muchas ve- 
ces tampoco es falta de confianza. Al 
sentido se accede sintiendo; y a ve- 
ces, aunque sea muy propio, se le re- 
conoce compartiendo. Las dos expe- 
riencias que voy a mencionar refieren 
a aproximaciones a culturas rurales 0 
campesinas realizadas a lo largo de 
varios aos, que siguieron metodo- 
logias completamente diferentes. En 
ambos casos hubo un momento de 
inflexi6n en el cual los responsables 
o creadores decidieron dar acceso 
publico a los frutos de sus investiga- 
ciones y proyectos realizados, adop- 
tando formalmente la identidad de 
archivo: Archivo de Cultura Tradicio- 
nal Patricia Chavarria (Chile) y Archi- 
vo Digital Binaural Nodar (Portugal). 
Estas operaciones requirieron definir 
estrategias para ocupar espacios en 


internet, asi como tomar decisiones 
en cuanto a qué exhibir en ese medio, 
en qué formato y duracid6n, como des- 
cribirlo para que alguien elija consul- 
tarlo y c6émo contextuar con informa- 
ciones externas al documento, qué 
tipo de licencias utilizar y qué permi- 
sos otorgar 0 no, por mencionar sdlo 
algunas elecciones claves. 


El Archivo de Cultura Tradicio- 
nal Patricia Chavarria lleva el nombre 
de su creadora, artista e investigado- 
ra en la zona centro sur de Chile que 
lleva mas de 50 afios de inmersién 
en el canto tradicional campesino. En 
las zonas de Bio Bio y Maule este arte 
es cultivado predominantemente por 
mujeres y a través del canto Chavarria 
ha accedido a las raices profundas de 
esa cultura. Representada como un 
diagrama circular? en el que dialogan 


? Ciclo Agrario y Cultura Cam- 
pesina: Aportes para la difusién de la 
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y alternan produccion agricola y cos- 
mosensibilidad, entre dimensiones 
espaciales, intimas y colectivas, pro- 
pone su comprension y conocimiento 
mediante el acceso a fotografias, fil- 
maciones, poesia, recitados, musica 
y escritura de sintesis e interpretati- 
va sobre lo que ha conceptualizado 
como “Ciclo agrario y cosmovisién 
campesina” (Chavarria, 2017). Calen- 
dario que representa el tiempo lineal 
tal como lo concibe la cultura occi- 
dental a la vez que el tiempo ciclico 
de la vida, de la relacion entre el indi- 
viduo y el grupo, el flujo entre el cielo 
y la tierra, lo invisible, lo sagrado y lo 
instituido resignificado, intelectual y 
corporalmente. 


El archivo constituido, catalo- 
gado, ordenado y gestionado devino 


Cultura Tradicional en Medios Digitales. 
Disponible online: http://www.archivode- 
culturatradicional.cl/cicloagrario/ 
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en herramienta que posibilita la pro- 
ducci6n y recuperacién de sentidos 
de solidaridad, afecto, humanidad y 
respeto existentes en los pueblos y 
comunidades campesinas estudia- 
das (Ibid.). Permite el acceso a la in- 
formacion y promueve la reactivaci6n 
de la misma, lo que también asegu- 
ra desde otro plano, la conservaci6n. 
Por eso citaba anteriormente “instru- 
mento para vencer el olvido.” 


Otro de los casos que tomo 
como referencia es el camino reco- 
rrido por la Asociacién Cultural Bin- 
aural Nodar, coordinada y dirigida por 
Luis Costa, que lleva quince afios de 
trayectoria interactuando con diver- 
sas comunidades rurales ubicadas 
en la zona centro de Portugal, regi6én 
de Viseu Dao Lafdes. En este perio- 
do hubo diversos enfoques en cuan- 
to a la tarea a realizar en el territorio 
de acci6n y ha cambiado el peso y el 
énfasis dado al componente denomi- 
nado “archivo” mientras que siempre 
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se ha trabajado en areas de experi- 
mentaci6n, creaci6n y educacidn, en 
formatos multimedia, analédgicos y 
digitales. 


El Archivo Digital Binaural No- 
dar tiene hoy en dia un lugar privile- 
giado y destacado en su web,3 tal es 
asi, que ha ido adquiriendo identidad 
propia y es el apartado que reune 
mayor cantidad de informacion y ele- 
mentos.4 De hecho funciona como 
interfaz interactiva con un lenguaje de 
puzle, en el que la figura que vincula 
las piezas es la concepcidn con la que 
han sido agrupadas (por proyecto, por 
Municipio 0 por zona geografica con 
lenguaje de mapa) y no la naturaleza 


3 https://www.binauralmedia.org. 


* https://www.archive.binaural- 
media.org desarrollada a partir de la fi- 
nanciaci6n del proyecto europeo Red 
Tramontana sobre archivos multimedia 
rurales. 
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0 tipo del objeto (video experimental, 
registro sonoro, pieza sonora, progra- 
ma de radio, entrevista, etc.). Incluye 
ademas una herramienta esencial 
para usuarios que buscan informa- 
cidn especifica: una barra de busque- 
da que da acceso a temas mediante 
la disponibilizaci6n de etiquetas con 
las que se han caracterizado todos 
los materiales. 


éPero qué materiales? No se 
trata de los crudos, sino que son ela- 
boraciones, sintesis o recortes que 
se han hecho para la consulta publi- 
ca, a partir de tematicas y abordajes 
realizados durante toda la trayecto- 
ria de la Asociacién entre los cuales 
pueden destacarse los ciclos del lino, 
del centeno y practicas asociadas, 
cambios sociales en las ultimas dé- 
cadas y emigraci6n, aunque existen 
muchas otras. Las piezas suelen ser 
los componentes con los que se han 
elaborado productos diversos: publi- 
caciones, documentales, materiales 


didacticos para centros educativos y 
museos, cd’s de musica experimen- 
tal y coral, etc., por mencionar algu- 
nos. Cada una de las publicaciones, 
discos, documentales o filmaciones 
ha sido presentada en eventos loca- 
les con la presencia y el intercambio 
de quienes han participado de una 
manera 0 de otra en la elaboraci6n de 
esos elementos, asi como en otro tipo 
de circuitos en los que interesan te- 
mas de patrimonio, educativos, etc. A 
veces el circuito de circulacién tiene 
algunas caracteristicas que permiten 
llegar a publicos mas diversos que 
habitan en las zonas mas inmediatas 
en las que se trabajé, como el disefho 
de programas de radio5 que emiten 


5 Cincuenta y siete programas 
emitidos desde 2012 en Radio Lafoes 
(Sao Pedro do Sul) y disponibles en ht- 
tps://soundcloud.com/binauralmedia/ 
sets/binaural-nodar-radio-docs. 
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localmente asi como la emisi6n 0 pu- 
blicaci6n en internet de cada uno de 
los programas. 


De todas las posibilidades que 
ha explorado Binaural Nodar con res- 
pecto al disefio de estrategias para 
divulgar, compartir y socializar los 
frutos de los proyectos en los que 
ha participado, me voy a detener en 
esta ocasion en una narrativa que in- 
tegra paisajes sonoros, grabaciones 
de campo, instancias de trabajo con 
memorias colectivas, entrevistas in- 
dividuales y la voz del investigador: 
la serie de podcast “Da serra para a 
fabrica’6 integrada en el proyecto 
Europeo “Donde la ciudad pierde su 
nombre”7 que aborda la emigracién 
realizada por habitantes de una zona 
rural especifica, la sierra de Monte- 
muro, hacia una zona periférica de la 
ciudad de Lisboa, durante la segunda 
mitad del siglo XX. Estas personas 
se establecieron en Marvila, donde 
se concentraban fabricas, industrias, 
pequenos almacenes y otras opor- 
tunidades laborales. Los podcast re- 
construyen diversos aspectos de la 
vida en viviendas precarias, hechas 
con materiales ligeros en espacios 
pequefios y atiborrados, sin sanea- 
miento y sin servicios (luz y agua 
corriente): los llamados barrios de 
barracas. Hay relatos de estrategias 
laborales familiares, de nifios y jéve- 
nes que dejaron su aldea para esta- 
blecerse en un mundo desconocido y 
de estrategias colectivas para cons- 
truir comunidad y reproducir ciertos 
aspectos culturales que les permitie- 
ron sobrevivir. 


En el primer capitulo, “O meu 
mapa do bairro” (“Mi mapa del ba- 
rrio”), el dispositivo narrativo apela a 
la cartografia para reconstruir un es- 
pacio que ya no existe, o al menos no 
es visible para quien no lo vivid. Cierto 
mapa se va materializando en la ima- 
ginaci6n de quien escucha, a partir de 
la de la eleccién de ciertos elementos 
que si hay o simulan existir: dos en- 
trevistas realizadas en momentos 
histdricos diferentes, a personas dife- 


® https://soundcloud.com/binau- 
ralmedia/sets/binaural-radio-rural. 


’ http://www. lafundicio.net/ 
beyondformalcities/ 
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rentes, que editadas en contrapunto 
dialogan; el disefio sonoro de vehicu- 
los que se desplazan entre pasado y 
presente y de espacios que conectan 
lo innombrado y lo evocado; la discu- 
sidn entre gente que vivid en Marvila 
pero hoy retornaron a zonas cercanas 
a sus aldeas de origen y reunidos en 
torno a una mesa en una biblioteca en 
Castro Daire, se disponen a compartir 
algunas de sus memorias, lo que ha 
sido posible decir en ese momento 
y en ese lugar, disehando un mapa 
sobre papel. La voz del autor del po- 
dcast funciona como elemento inte- 
grador, no esconde la autoria y se da 
licencias poéticas para incorporar en 
SU VOZ, Vivencias de varios entrevista- 
dos, proponiendo una ficci6n de voz 
colectiva para realizar interpretacio- 
nes de lo dicho y lo no dicho. 


Si los recuerdos son como go- 
tas de agua, el trabajo con registros 
de memoria implica la construcci6n 
de tecnologias que permitan reme- 
morar flujos, aprender a encuadrar 
diversos cuerpos liquidos, no para 
almacenarlos sino para comprender 
resonancias y canalizaciones posi- 
bles, si existen o se desean los acuer- 
dos necesarios. 


Agradezco a las personas que 
aceptan ser grabadas, que hablan y 
lo hacen pensando en quien no co- 
nocen, un otro en algun lugar del 
tiempo, destinatario de su esfuerzo 
explicativo, de la sensibilidad 
que comprometen al dar su ver- 
sidn. Agradezco su confianza y 
agradezco a quien me permite 
a mi, que estoy en otro lugar, 
con otras preguntas y portando otras 
memorias, escuchar, sentir, leer (que 
siempre es escuchar) y mirar y tocar 
sus vidas. Pero mucho mas agradez- 
co a los autores de los archivos dis- 
ponibilizados, no descansarse en la 
palabra de sus entrevistados y apelar 
tozuda y creativamente a la invencidén 
oportunidades, contextos y disposi- 
tivos narrativos que humedezcan las 
capas menos pensadas de nuestra 
sociedad, con lo que riegan sin sa- 
berlo, nuestras semillas mas ente- 
rradas, aquellas que desde el incons- 
ciente despiertan para conmovernos 
y transformarnos. 
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Da serra para fabrica https:// 
soundcloud.com/binauralmedia/ 
sets/binaural-radio-rural Podcast 
BRR! Binaural Radio Rural, cap.1. Tex- 
to, voz, composicidn y edici6n sonora 
de Luis Costa. Grabaciones sonoras 
de Maile Colbert, Nely Ferreira y Luis 
Costa. Interpretaci6én musical del 
Grupo de Concertinas da Casa do 
Concelho de Castro Daire en Lisboa. 
Duracion: 26: 57” 
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about-caw/ 


Origenes https://apporigenes. 
blogspot.com/p/instrucciones-pa- 
ra-utilizar-la.html Aplicacién. Co-di- 
sefiada por comunidades Tehuel- 
ches, Camusu, Aike y Kopolke de la 
Patagonia austral y Simon Robinson. 
Descargada en octubre de 2020. 


= 


AltArt 


Oare acelasi lucru se petrece 

cu acele parti ale memoriei 
colective pe care “parem” cé am 
uitat-o? 
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Scrisoare din roller-coaster ™ 


Salutare, sunt Istvan, si am venit in Pata 
Rat prima data in 2010, cand cu evacuarile de 
pe Coastei. Am fost implicat in mai multe pro- 
iecte de atunci - de exemplu primul in proiect 
Pata, ala cu locuintele. in ani, v-am cunoscut 
pe mai multi dintre voi, pe Pepe, pe Rita, pe 
Mihalcea, si pe foarte multi altii. Ne-am impri- 
etenit, ne-am dusmanit, ne-am imprietenit din 
nou. Ca in viata. Amintirile mele sunt un fel de 
roller-coaster emotional, si recunosc ca 
mai e si plina de gauri. lar azi vreau sa 
scriu exact despre asta, despre memorii 
si memorie. 


Acest ziar pe care-| vezi, marchea- 
za sfarsitul unui proiect in care am facut 
ateliere cu copii. Era proiectul ala cu Emese, 
Iza, Luci, Adi si altii, si in care ii duceam pe Mita, 
Aranka, Milu, Delia, Robert, Costelus, Olga, si 
pe multi altii la ateliere in Parcul Feroviarilor sau 
in Cheile Turzii. 


Proiectul “Cand Orasul isi Pierde Nume- 
le” se ocupa de memorie. Mai concet, de me- 
moria celor care isi schimba locul unde stau 
des si de nevoie. As vrea sa-ti zic ce am invatat 
eu din acest proiect. Poate “invatat” e mult zis. 
Cred ca “ce ganduri m-au trecut, si nu le-am 
uitat inca” - e o formulare mai precisa. Stiu ca 
poate fi si mai dureroasa - mai ales cand in 
Pata totul pare asa de temporar si pe termene 
scurte. Sa incepem. 


In primul rand, marturisesc c@ eu unul 
traiesc ca un magar in ceata. Vad un metru in 
fata, vad un metru in spate, plec capul si ma 
duc inainte. Habar n-am ce-i in fata mea, habar 
n-am ce-i in spatele meu. Dupa ce a disparut 
jin ceata, ce-a fost, parca nici n-a fost. E simplu. 
Dar nu e chiar asa. 


Ce crezi ca n-ai uitat, de multe ori de fapt 
l-ai uitat. Asa sunt si eu. Mi se intampla ca dupa 
ce zic 0 poveste de mai multe ori, nici tu nu 
mai stiu cum a fost de fapt. Asa esti si tu. Si in 
textul sau din acest ziar, Pepe povesteste cum 
jncearca oamenii din Pata sa-si pastreze me- 
moriile - dar de fiecare data cand le povestesc, 
le mai modifica un pic. 

Dar si invers e adevarat: ce crezi ca ai ui- 
tat, de fapt n-ai uitat. E ca o soapta in tine, pe 
care nu 0 auzi clar, poate nici nu o sesizezi, dar 
care iti soune mereu si mereu ce si cum sa faci. 


Eu de exemplu la 53 ani am descoperit ca tai 
painea fix ca mama, si vorbesc cu vanzatoarele 
fix ca bunicul. Poate ai si tu din astea in tine. 


Si mai e un al treilea aspect: uneori mai 
sunt si lucruri pe care am vrea sa le uitam, dar 
nu putem. Si ne tot bantuie. Cum povesteste 
de exemplu Rita despre evacuare, in interviul 
din acest ziar. 


Fiecare avem un sistem de gestiune al 
memoriilor - si la nivel individual, si la ni- 
vel colectiv. Despre nivelul individual am 
zis deja mai sus. lar cand zic de colectiv, 
ma refer la cum isi folosesc oamenii cre- 
ierul unii celorlalti, ca un fel de debara, un 
fel de camara cu memorii. De exemplu, 
la noi povestile familiei circula in toata familia. 
Cum a fost cand bunicul a fost pe front? Am ui- 
tat, dar o mai pot intreba pe mama. Sau cum ii 
reteta aia celebra a lui buna? Poate o stiu eu si 
fi pot zice lui sora-mea. Si Pepe fn textul sau, 
cand isi aminteste de povestile bunicului sau 
- cum a fost el tras pe sfoara - exact asta face. 
La nivelul colectiv, se extinde traba. Veci- 
nii povestesc. Comunitatea povesteste. Toata 
Pata povesteste. De fapt, toata planeta poves- 
teste. Asa se intretine orice memorie - pana 
odata se pierd in ceata cam toate. 


Memoria e si slabiciune dar e si putere. 
Te poate demola si te poate intari. Ca an princi- 
piu e bine sa stii de unde vii ca iti da o stabilita- 
te, un sens - asta, daca nu cumva iti ingreunea- 
za viata in asa un hal ca ai prefera sa 0 si uiti. Si 
Pepe scrie despre asta, cand zice cum barbatii 
isi iau o tigara si o bere sa mai uite unde traiesc. 

Dar stim noi trecutul e ceva de care nu 
scapi niciodata. Cand mergi undeva, oamenii 
prima data te intreaba: de unde esti? Si cand 
raspunzi, se deseneaza in capul ascultatorilor 
nu numai un spatiu intreg (vezi povestea copi- 
lariei lui Rita in interviu) ci si un timp, un trecut 
intreg. Si ascultatorii imediat te si cataloghea- 
za, ce fel de om esti. Si de multe ori te si judeca. 


De asta e greu sa fii din Pata. Ai nevoie 
de trecut, dar trecutul nu te avantajeaza intr-o 
lume plina de prejudecati. Nici sa scapi de ea 
total nu poti, ca atunci poate simti ca iti pierzi 
radacinile. Si atunci ce faci? Ce tai, sice lasi? Ce 
construiesti din ce ai lasat? Ce mai pui langa? 
Foarte greu sa raspunzi. Pepe spune ca Pepe 


Exista o memorie incrustata in 
corp, transmisé prin repetarea 


gesturilor si a felului de a vorbi. 


O memorie care nu trece prin 
cuvintele scrise sau spuse. 
Aceastaé memorie are de ase- 
meni o dimensiune colectiva. 
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Este dificila administrarea me- 
moriei si a diverselor forme ale 
acesteia. 


Atunci cand vorbim de memorie 
de obicei nu intrebam si copiii, 
pentru ca se subintelege ca nu 

au o memorie. Nu este adevarat. 
Poate nu au o memorie care sa 

trimita in timp atat de departe 
precum memoria adultilor, dar 
este vorba de o amintire a ceva 
care a existat. 


Liniaritatea viziunii noastre occi- 
dentale asupra timpului poate fi 
un obstacol atunci cand 
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din Cluj a murit cand a fost deportat jn Pata. 
Rita nu se mai simte Rita din Cluj. Se simte Rita 
din Pata. E grea gestiunea asta a memoriilor, si 
mai ales construitul viitorului pe baza acestora. 


Cu lucrurile astea ne ocupam noi fn pro- 
iectul asta pe care-I incheiem acum. Practic, 
cu modurile in care oamenii isi gestioneaza 
memoriile. Am facut o multime de ateliere. De 
scriere creativa. De teatru. De poezie. De mis- 
care. De muzica. La ateliere am ales sa lucram 
cu copii si tineri, dar am lucrat si cu adulti de 
exemplu in Cafenelele Femeilor propuse de Iza. 

Am ales sa lucram in principiu cu copii si 
tineri din mai multe motive. Odata, pentru ca ei 
sunt aia mai disponibili ca program. Dar mai ales 
din cauza ca altfel creste memoria intr-un copil. 
Altfel creste speranta intr-un copil. Cand citesti 
interviul cu Pepe despre ateliere, intelegi asta. 

S&-ti zic cum ne-am gAndit. in ultimi doi 
ani, timpul atelierelor cu Luci, cu Cristina, cu 
Raul si Petro, am cautat sa facem trei lucruri: 
sa sapam dupa memorii, sa traducem memaorii, 
si sa construim memorii. SA sapam dupa me- 
morii inseamna ca ii intrebam pe copii despre 
memoriile lor. Cum a fost la scoala, ce fac in 
timpul liber, sau acasa. SA povesteasca despre 
familiile lor. SA traducem memorii inseamna ca 
lucram impreuna sa exprimam aceste memorii 
in formate noi. Asa au ajuns copii sa scrie po- 
ezii japoneze - haiku-uri. Asa au ajuns copii sa 
faca piese de teatru. Asa au ajuns sa danseze, 
sa deseneze, sa scrie povesti. 


Sa construim memorii inseamna ca in- 
cercam sa-i ducem in locuri de care sa-si 
aminteasca apoi cu drag. La Salina Turda. in 
Cheile Turzii. Bine zice Pepe tn textul sau: 
cand copilul merge la scoala si il intreaba 
cineva ce-a facut vara, ce zice? E bine sa 
poata sa zica si el ca a fost la Salina Turda 
si ce fain a fost. Asa si copilul intra in rand 
cu lumea din clasa, isi construieste un 
status, sau macar nu ramane in urma. De asta 
memoriile sunt importante. 


Dar nu numai. Cumva, trecutul devine 
viitor. Mi se pare ca toti ne strecuram energi- 
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ile prin filtrul de ceai al memoriilor, si ce iese 
ca actiune si ne faureste viitorul, are culoarea 
si gustul trecutului nostru. lar acum, la finalul 
proiectului, o sa colaboram din nou cu Raul si 
Petro, ca sa facem un fel de piesa de teatru, din 
ce-au zis copii, din ce materiale au cules. 


Actiunea asta e din categoria traducere 
a memoriei. Memoriile initiale vin transcrise, 
formatate, transformate, redate intr-un alt ca- 
dru, de teatru. Dar actiunea mai are inca doua 
scopuri. Odata, ca sa redam acest material 
comunitatii ca sa-si construiasca noi memorii 
din ele. Si doi, ca sa putem reda acest material 
comunitatii clujene mai mari - ca sa-i dam si lor 
memorii despre ce e si cum e in Pata. 

Si dupa aia chiar se gata proiectul. De 
despartit, sper ca nu ne despartim, si ca lu- 
cram in continuare impreuna, de exemplu cum 
avem acum proiectul asta cu radioul comuni- 
tar, Radio Pata. Speram sa ne vedem si auzim 
cu bucurie si drag. 


Dar ca sainchei. Am aflat recent cain Ja- 
ponia s-a interzis strigatul in roller-coaster in 
parcurile de distractii. Cum arata si aia? Tot in 
sus si jos, si nimeni nu striga? Asa mie-mi sea- 
mana cu un tren cu stafii. Cum vine aia, cand 
toate senzatiile tari, toate trairile trebuie sa le 
tii in tine? Cumva, asta era si gandul nostru in 
acest proiect: pe roller-coasterul asta al me- 
moriei sa vedem cum isi dau oamenii drumul: 
ca striga, ca plang, ca tin in ei, ca rad. Cum stie 
fiecare. Noua, acum, cand ne dam jos de pe 
aparatul proiectului, memoriile astea ne curg 
jn vene si ne dau putere. Speram ca si tuturor 
participantilor. 


reflexionam asupra memoriei. 
Este adevarat, trecutul mereu 
intervine asupra prezentului si 
conditioneaza viitorul, nu este 
vorba de ceva care deja a trecut. 
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De multe ori viata pare ca da 
inapoi, nu ca merge inainte. 
Cum sa explici unui copil ca va 
trai intr-o situatie mai precara? 
Ce traume vor persista de-a 
lungul vietii sale? 


Asa cum spuneam, unii locuitori ai 
baracilor nu doresc sa vorbeasca 
de trecutul lor, de rusine. Decla- 
sarea, “inalbirea” si indepartarea 
in general sunt rezultatul unui 
proces de deposedare care nu 
este material, ci simbolic. 


Aceasté situatie pare extrasa 
dintr-un roman din trecut, am- 
bientat intr-un regim intolerant 

si totalitar. 


e 


r e 


Memories of Pepe 


Ma numesc Fechete Petru Alexandru, 
(prieteni fmi spun Pepe), am 36 de ani, am fost 
evacuat de doua ori: 1998 si in 2010. Sunt ce- 
tatean roman de etnie roma, nascut si crescut 
la Cluj. Sunt activist pentru drepturile romilor si 
muncesc ca si facilitator comunitar intr-un pro- 
iect de incluziune sociala Pata2. 

Am copilarit in cartierul Manastur pana la 
varsta de 13 ani. Imi amintesc c& am stat cAativa 
ani pe strada Vidraru 17-19 la parter... (si- 

n prezent cand trec pe acolo si revad lo- 

curile im trezesc amintiri de mult uitate), 

spre ex: cum ma striga bunica de lageam 

ca sa vin in casa la desene sau ca-s gata 

cartofi pai cu oua(meniu meu pana la var- 

sta de 15 ani). Candva dupa Revolutia din 1989, 
bunicii care ma cresteau au hotarat ca sa van- 
da apartamentul de 3 camere in care locuiam 
si sa Cumpere ceva mai mic. Au dat la schimb 
apartamentul pe o garsoniera confort 1 situat 
pe str. Bucegi nr. 11 la etajul 5 (blocul cu berea 
Kaiser de la Union) si ceva diferenta de bani, nu 
stiu ce suma, insa stiu cd nu era ceva wow. Imi 
amintesc ca nu mi-a placut sentimentul de mu- 
tare si ma simteam prost pt ca stau intr-o sin- 
gura camera cu bunicii mei. Eram trist pt. ca nu 
aveam spatiul meu personal, mai ales ca ince- 
pea scoala, si trebuia sa ma duc pe clasa intai... 


La scoala am experimentat pentru prima 
oara ce inseamna rasismul si discriminarea. Tin 
minte ca am intrat in clasa, i-am dat flori doam- 
nei invatatoare si m-am pus in banca. eu eram 
pe randul de langa perete in banca a-2 sau a 
3-a, nu-mi amintesc colegul. Sa facut prezenta 
la clasa. fiecare copil cand isi auzea numele se 
ridica in picioare si raspundea la un set de in- 
trebari: 1) unde lucreaza parinti, 2) ce etnie ai, 3) 
ce confesiune esti. 

Imi amintesc ca aveam emotii mari, nu 
eram sigur ce o sa raspund, acasa bunicii mi- 
au spus ca sunt tigan si sa nu-mi fie rusine, 
(uneori ma rusinam pt ca bunicu era mai bru- 
net). Ma striga doamna, ma ridic in picioare, si ii 
raspund la prima intrebare... 

l-am zis invatatoarei ca mama lucreaza la 
fabrica de caramida si de tata, ca nu stiu. ime- 
diat dupa aia m-a intrebat daca parinti mei sunt 
casatoriti. nu stiam ce sa-i raspund pt ca nu sti- 
am ce e aia casatorie. La urmatoarea intrebare 
a fost simplu, stiam ce sunt, i-am raspuns ca 


sunt tigan, si la ultima i-am spus ca sunt orto- 
dox. Dupa ce a terminat de strigat catalogul, 
m-a mutat singur in ultima banca unde am ra- 
mas pana cand am terminat scoala primara. 


Cand aveam varsta de vreo 8-9 ani bu- 
nicii mei au mers ca giranti pentru patronul la 
care lucra bunica mea, Aurelia(Aranka), facea 
menaj si gatea. Imi amintesc ca pe patron il 
chema Denes si era un mare nemernic, a mai 

tepuit cateva familii de si-au girat apar- 
tamentele pt el si au ramas pe drumuri... 
insa bunici mei nu stiau asta si au mers si 
ei de au garantat cu garsoniera pt impru- 
mutul lui financiar. 

Denes nu si-a respectat obligatia, 
si nu a returnat imprumutul, drept urmare cre- 
ditorul a venit sa-si recupereze paguba de la 
noi. Au urmat ani de procese, drumuri prin tri- 
bunale, certuri in casa, reprosuri si in cele din 
urma divortul bunicilor. In anul 1997 am primit 
sentinta judecatoreasca si ordinul de evacuare. 
Ne anuntau ca avem termen de un an de zileca 
sa eliberam locuinta. 


Un an mai tarziu, in 1998 dimineta de- 
vreme au batut la usa jandarmi cu executorul si 
ne-au evacuat. Imi era groaza de prieteni si de 
vecini ca ne vad... ne-a urcat lucrurile si mobi- 
la intr-o remorca si ne-am dus la mama pe str. 
Coastei din Marasti. 


Avem multe neamuri care locuiau acolo, 
veri, matusi, unchi etc. stiam ca pe strada aia 
conditiile de locuit sunt f naspa...pentru ca mer- 
geam acolo uneori ca s-o vizitez pe mama sau 
sa ma joc cu verisori mei, Pety, Bibicu si multi 
altii. in comunitate la acea vreme nu exista dus 
sau baie, in consecinta nu puteai sa te speli sau 
sa iti faci nevoile. oameni se spalau la covata si 
wc-u/buda era afara in boscheti. imi aduc amin- 
te ca era toamna tarzie, era noroi pe strada, iar 
casele din comunitate aratau ca niste baraci 
jn comparatie cu blocul de garsoniere din care 
am fost recent evacuat. Brusc, realizez ce am 
pierdut... intristat profund, am inceput sa plang. 
Eram furios, refuzam sa cred ca e adevarat. Imi 
era ciuda ca am ajuns pe str. Coastei. Dar nu 
aveam de ales, trebuia sa indur.. 

In anul 2010 strada Coastei era schim- 
bata, oamenii si-au imbunatatit major conditiile 
de locuit. unele persoane, insa nu pentru toata 


Asumarea faptului ca exista si 
procese pozitive sau momente 
pozitive este important pentru 
ca denuntarea deteriorarii 
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conditiilor sa fie realizata cu 
argumente solide. 
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lumea. Comunitatea arata destul de decent, oa- 
meni s-au conectat la utilitati, iar unele persoa- 
ne aveau baie cu dus in casa. Erain prag de Cra- 
ciun, 14 Decembrie, eu lucram de zorila veranda 
din fata casei mele, placam cu polistiren. imi 
amintesc ca l-am vazut pe vecinu de pe strada 
pe nume Stanga Batranu, chiar atunci urca dea- 
lu, venea acasa de la munca (lucra la salubrita- 
te). Ma saluta si imi spune sa nu mai fac nimic ca 
ne demoleaza. Nu I-am luat in serios, stiam ca e 
mereu pus pe glume si caterinca, si am ras. 

A doua zi, in 15 Decembrie am fost trezit 
dis de dimineata (ora6) de bataile insistente in 
usa ale Jandarmilor care erau insotiti de Politia 
Locala. Ma trezesc speriat si le deschid, m-au 
legitimat si mi-au dat o hartie. Mi-au spus ca 
ne demoleaza, si daca vreau locuinta trebuie 
ca sa depun cerere pana la ora 16:00 la prima- 
ria din Marasti. 

vreme de cateva ore am avut speranta 
ca vom primi 0 locuinta undeva in oras, am fost 
naiv si le-am crezut vrajeala, insa acest vis a 
fost spulberat rapid de zvonurile care circulau 
jn comunitate: ca ne muta la Pata Rat. 


Oamenii din comunitate au inceput sa 
intre in panica, plangeau, se temeau ca vor ra- 
mane cu copii in strada pe timp de iarna. Era 
ger afara - 20 de grade, liderii de atunci Puti, 
Titi Batranu si altii au dat telefoane pe la Bucu- 
resti, pe la Partida Romilor, au incercat sa intre 
in cladirea de la CJ sa4 vorbeasca cu Tise, cu 
primaru fifty-fifty, insa fara rezultat, evacuarea 
va avea loc. Eram cu toti frustrati, a trecut dimi- 
neata iar noi inca nu am aflat unde ne vor muta, 
nu stiam data, locul, nada. Am primit doar un 
nr. de inregistrare si atat... din nou imi as- 
teptam calaii, din nou de la O, iar umilinta 
si rusine! De ce, Doamne!? imi souneam 
in gand. 

Ma adun de pe jos si am ideea 
stralucita ca sa merg pana la Pata Rat ca 
sa ma conving daca zvonurile sunt adevarate 
si daca sunt blocuri noi construite acolo. L-am 
luat pe varul meu Pety cu mine, ne-am urcat in 
troleu siam mers. A fost pentru prima oara cand 
vizitam ghetoul segregat etnic, m-am ingrozit 
de ce am vazut, am incremenit, zona arata mai 
rau decat ma asteptam. Fum, mizerie, gunoaie, 
oameni tristi, f multi caini agresivi, cosmar. Un- 
deva sus pe un deal, deasupra comunitati Da- 
llas se zaresc niste cladiri... erau module de lo- 
cuit proaspat construite. Drumul de acces spre 
module nu era asfaltat, am intrat in noroi pana 
la glezne, pana am ajuns la cladirii, am gasit la 
fata locului niste muncitori care puneau tavane 
de rigisp sau mai faceau unele reparatii (glet, 
montat de usi etc). i-am intrebat daca stiu cine 
va fi mutat in module. Au zis ca nu stiu sigur dar 
ei cred ca tigani din Marasti. am filmat ca sa am 
dovada si m-am intors in comunitate pentru a-i 
anunta pe vecini despre pericolul care ne as- 
teapta. Odata ajunsi inapoi pe str. Coastei am 
intrat la Putiin casa, acolo s-au adunat aproape 
toti barbati din comunitate ca sa se pregateas- 
ca pt ce va urma. Erau acolo si reprezentanti 
partidei romilor, discutau tot felul de scenarii Sf, 
bateau campii si credeau ca doar familiile care 
locuiau fara forme legale vor merge la Pata Rat, 
restul care aveau contracte de inchiriere vor 
primi locuinte in oras. Am intervenit si le-am 
aratat pozele si filmarea, nu m-au crezut. In 
noaptea aia nimeni nu a dormit ... in final ne-am 
hotarat sa-i asteptam si sa oprim evacuarea 
macar pana vine primavara. 

Pe la ora 5:30 in capatul strazii s-au adu- 
nat zeci de Politisti locali si jandarmii. Dupa ca- 
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teva minute au ajuns si reprezentanti primariei 
cu executorul. Erau insotiti de muncitori care 
au venit si ne-au deconectat de la utilitati (gaz, 
apa, electricitate, cablutv-internet). Vreme de 
cateva ore am protestat, nu i-am lasat sa intre 
pe strada. Se creapa de ziua, PL a format un 
cordon pentru a-i proteja pe bugetari care au 
venit sa anunte persoanele selectate. O doam- 
na avea niste dosare in mana si a inceput sa 
zbiere: “Petrean Dorel, doreste locuinta!, Dorel 
accepta timid de frica sa nu ramana tn drum, 
dar imediat este taxat de Puti si alti vecini care 
au refuzat contractul pentru ca stiau ca vor 
ajunge, la groapa de gunoi. 

Numaéarul celor care acceptau locuinte- 
le de la Pata Rat crestea semnificativ iar re- 
zistenta colectiva impotriva evacuari scadea 
drastic. Cele 40 de familii care au fost selec- 
tate s-au retras de la protest, fiind fericite ca 
au primit ceva...printre “castigatori” se aflau si 
majoritatea celor care locuiau cu forme legale 
pe str Coastei. Cei considerati “ilegali” In total 
36 de familii, au ramas fara adapost, nu au pri- 
mit un spatiu de locuit, nici macar la groapa de 
gunoi a orasului. Intre timp buldozere intra pe 
strada, incepe demolarea caselor. Eu o intreb 
pe o doamna din primarie de ce nu am fost 
selectat, care au fost criteriile de atribuire? 
Mi-a raspuns sec. Ai copii? Am zis ca nu. Pai 
din cauza asta nu ai primit. Am mai intrebat-o 
: ca eu ce fac, unde ma duc cu nevasta mea? 
Mi-a zis ca 0 sa primim 20mp de teren si ca ne 
putem face acolo o improvizatie...si ca putem 
sta linistiti pentru ca de la Pata Rat nu ne mai 
muta nimeni, a incheiat doamna elegant dia- 
logul. imi accept soarta si ma pregatesc psihic 

pentru deportare... 

Mi-am scos lucrurile si mobila in 
strada pentru a fi transportate in ghetou. 

Am demontat casa in care am locuit cu 

mana mea, nu i-am lasat sa o demoleze 
cu buldozerul. 


La finalul zilei, m-am urcat in autobuz 
pentru a fi deportat... strada era radiata, nimic 
nu mai era intreg, era moloz peste tot. Mobila 
si lucrurile mi-au fost transportate in colonia 
noua de la Pata Rat de unde au fost furate in 
cateva nopti. 

In locuintele supra aglomerate nu mai 
era loc pentru dulapuri si au fost depozitate 
afara. Vecinii care au primit locuinte au fost 
solidari au oferit adapost pana vine Primavara. 


In medie intr-un un modul de 16 mp, dor- 
meau 10-12 persoane, iar toaleta era la comun 
pe hol. 


Eram socat, am pierdut tot ce aveam 
intr-o singura zi, mi-am pierdut viata si dem- 
nitatea umana, am pierdut tot atat fizic cat si 
spiritual. imi amintesc ca au fost cele mai tris- 
te sarbatori, nimeni nu a umblat la colindat in 
comunitate, nimeni nu a chefuit. 


Am fost greu sa ne adaptam la noua via- 
ta, insa nu am renuntat la speranta de a scapa 
din Pata Rat. Ne-am organizat la nivel comu- 
nitar si impreuna cu ajutorul mai multor acti- 
vistii civici am infiintat asociatia comunitara a 
Romilor din Coastei. impreuna am organizat 
proteste comemorative impotriva evacuarulor 
fortate si campanii de constientizare cu privire 
la cazul nostru. 


In anul 2014 munca ne-a fost rasplatita 
gratie unor oameni faini Oli, July si Gabi experti 
de la UNDP am reusit sa devenim parteneri cu 
Asociatia Coastei in proiectul pilot Pata-Cluj. 
Proiectul era cu componenta de locuire . Eram 
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tare fericit, in sfarsit rasare soarele si pe strada 
mea. Eram constient este o oportunitate unica mr 
de a scapa din infern. 


Partener in proiect era si fundatia AltArt 
care facea activitati culturale si ateliere cu copii 
si tineri. 
Atelierele si iesirile din comunitate erau 
asteptate de fiecare data cu mare entuziasm. 
Copii spuneau des ca nu le place deloc unde 
stau, ca-i urat, pentru ca sunt inconjurati de gu- _> 
noaie. Se plangeau ca nu au parc unde sa se 
joace si ca vor inapoi in oras. 


In comunitate nu prea exista adultii role 
model, unii parinti sunt abuzivi sau total ne im- 
plicati. Copii din Pata Rat stiu tot ce se intampla 
in comunitate, aud tot, eu cred ca aia de 10 ani 
sunt mai maturi decat cei de 20 de ani care lo- 
cuiesc in oras. 


Pentru majoritate copiilor participarea qD) 
la activitatii culturale(teatru, cinema, etc) era 
singura singura amintire placuta pe care o pu- 
tea impartasi colegilor de la scoala. La ateliere 
copii invatau prin joaca despre valorii morale 
si deprindeau noi indeletniciri(pictat, cantat la 
instrumente, reporteretc). Pentru ca erau cu- 
minti la final erau recompensati cu ceva bun 
de mancat (sandvis) si cu promisiunea ca vor Se 
fi scosi intr-o excursie de zi daca continua tot OP ies Mawrrr 
asa. Ei au pretuit amintirile astea pentru ca si Jo © 
jn prezent imi spun despre cum venea Emese ‘ 
sa-i inscrie la ateliere, ca au fost la teatru de 
papusi si ca au mancat pizza... . 

In anul 2015 ingrijoratt de faptul ca ti- 
neri si adolescenti din comunitate renunta la 
scoala si consuma droguri... am decis sa nu 
stau deoparte si sa-ncerc sa le ofer su- 
port si indrumare. pe majoritate dintre ei 
ji cunosteam de bebelusi, cativa imi erau 
rude, imi era mila de ei, nu meritau sa se 
pradeasca. Am facut un sondaj in randul 
lor pentru a afla ce-i pasioneaza. Am aflat 
ca le place fotbalul si artele martiale... erau dor- 
nici sa se inscrie la discipline sportive insa nu 
aveau resurse si facilitati. 


Am decis sa cer sprijin financiar de la 
echipa de management a proiectului Pata-Cluj. 
Au fost de acord. si au pus la dispozitie 4 Abo- 
namente lunare la Centru de Arte Martiale Ten- 
gu pe 0 perioada de 2 ani + echipament si de- 
cont pentru transportul dus-intors (cu conditia 
ca sa-i insotesc) . Pentru a-i incuraja pe adoles- 
centi m-am inscris si eu la sala de arte martiale 
si mergeam impreuna la antrenamente. 


Dupa o perioada scurta de timp am ob- 
servat schimbari pozitive de comportament si 
atitudine la baieti. sportul de contact le-a redat 
siguranta de sine de care duceau lipsa, le-a 
oferit auto-control, sanatate mentala si fizica. 
A fost fain cat a durat... insa din nefericire cand 
sa terminat finantarea s-au terminat si obiceiu- 
rile sanatoase ale baietilor. 


In anul 2017 impreuna cu familia mea am 
depus dosar pentru locuintele sociale oferite 
de catre proiect. De data asta am fost eligibil 
si am primit un apartament. Sunt f fericit ca am 
scapat, insa amintirea evacuarii revine in fieca- 
re an in luna Decembrie, se intoarce ca un bo- 
omerang si de fiecare dara loveste unde doare 
mai tare (la corason) . 


Este important ca acum exista un role 
model pentru restul oamenilor ramasi captivi la 
Pata Rat. Exista puterea exemplului si speranta 
vie la un viitor mai bun. 
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Numele meu este Rita de pe * 


Coastel 


Prezervarea 
memoriei prin actul 
povestirii 


A: Ce-ti amintesti despre viata ta de di- 
nainte de Pata Rat? 

RITA: Ce-mi amintesc..La 13 ani 
mama mea deja I-o nascut pe fratele 
meu, care-i mai mare ca mine. La 15 ani 
m-a facut pe mine si am stat intr-o colo- 
nie de romi pe Busuiocului, asa se chea- 
ma strada, strada Busuiocului din Cluj-Napoca. 
Deja cand am avut 7 ani, am mai avut inca doi 
frati, care eu aveam grija de fratii mei, pentru ca 
tata! meu a fost un foarte mare sportiv, dar din 
cauza unor prieteni s-o apucat atunci pe timpul 
ala...fura de la oameni, gaini, ma rog, chitibusuri 
de astea mici. Si tatal meu a fost mai mult prin 
puscarie si mama mea ne-a crescut mai mult 
singura si cu bunicul meu. Am fost patru frati. 
La varsta de 8 ani, m-a dat mama la scoala pe 
mine si pe fratii mei...si eram foarte saraci pen- 
tru ca numai mama mea muncea singura. De 
multe ori, n-aveam sa ne ducem sanavisuri la 
scoala si ne puneam pine cu ulei si intrebau 
colegii ca ce-am adus de méancare pentru pa- 
uza si le souneam ca paine cu unsoare. $-apoi 
ne ziceau “Da’ unde-i unsoarea dupa paine?” si 
spuneam ca s-a topit. 

O trecut cativa ani si de la fabrica mai- 
ca-mea o primit o locuintéa. Aveam deja 14 ani 
cand mama a primit apartamentul dupa Aurel 
Viaicu. Acolo pentru mine s-a schimbat viata 
mea total, pentru ca fiecare avea camera lui, o 
primit apartament cu patru camere. Toti copiii 
eram la scoala, eu, frate-miu, soru-mia Linda a 
fost tot timpul premianta. 


A: Mi-ai spus acum ceva timp ca ai vrea 
sd facem o carte si un film despre viata ta. De ce 
crezi ca ai nevoie de asta? 


RITA: Pentru ca vreau...asa imi doresc eu, 
sa facem o carte si sa o ia cel mai mult sa o ci- 
teasca tineretul sinu numai de etnie roma, pen- 
tru ca ca in viata si in viitorul lor, pentru ca chestii 
de genul asta o sa se mai intample, intelegi? Si 


atunci ei sa fie pregatitti cum sd isi ia lupta inain- 
te sicum sa lupte pentru drepturile lor. 


Intr-o vineri dupa-amiaza, am fost in Pata 
Rat sa vorbesc cu Greta Elena sau dupa cum 
o cunoaste lumea din comunitate, Rita de pe 
Coastei. Intentia vizitei mele nu a avut o meni- 
re stiintifica sau analitica, cu privire la fenome- 
nologia proceselor sociale, care in Pata Rat isi 
sedimenteaza contributia fictiva in anihilarea 

identitatii unei culturi, insa desigur nici 

nu am putut ignora aceste aspecte. Rita 

mi-a vorbit despre viata ei si ascultand-o, 

mi-am dat seama cat de fantastic este sa 

putem povesti cuiva despre cine suntem 
si despre ce avem, pentru ca asta intr-un fel ne 
atesta intr-adevar existenta - traim in masura 
in care amintirea noastra este impartasita. Din 
punct de vedere socio-psihologic sau putem sa 
argumentam pur spiritual, care tine de echilibrul 
nostru interior ca fiinte sociale, este foarte nece- 
sar pentru un individ sa isi ateste individualita- 
tea punandu-si amprenta in amintirea colectiva 
a comunitatii din care face parte, prin urmare de 
a avea dreptul de a spune ,,Eu sunt Cutarescu 
si am trait aici. Am avut casa mea, familia mea 
si stiu ca apartin acestui grup social”. insa, din 
pacate, ceea ce s-a intamplat in urma evacua- 
rii comunitatii de pe strada Coastei in Pata Rat, 
comunitate din care face parte si Rita, a avut un 
impact aproape distructiv asupra identitatii per- 
sonale a oamenilor, anihiland pana si constiinta 
memoriei lor. Prin inabusirea fortata a sentimen- 
tului de apartenenta, a exilarii si a multor altor 
rotite care treptat au ruginit si au fost acoperite 
de un plexiglas enorm, pe care este proiectata 
doar imaginea gropii de gunoi si pe langa care 
se trece cu urechile ciulite, dar ochii inchisi. Rita 
totusi, in ciuda traumei pe care a trait-o in urma 
evacuarii, imi povesteste la fel de viu si in deta- 
liu tot parcursul evenimentelor, ca si cum stie ca 
este crucial sa se povesteasca si repovesteasca 
constant. Daca s-ar resemna in fata amintirilor 
ei, ar pierde lupta cu propria memorie si mai apoi 
cu memoria celor care fara voia lor i-au devenit 
frati de soarta - comunitatile expulzate la Pata 
Rat - , iar aceasta memorie trebuie sa triumfe 
si dincolo de gardurile invizibile cu care imprej- 
muiesc din priviri Pata Rat-ul, mai marii orasului. 

In ceea ce priveste dorinta Ritei de a-si 


Bravo Rita! 


Uneori, a fi parte a unei comu- 
nitati pare ca si cum ai avea 
dreptul la acces, ceea ce pre- 
supune un echilibru minim intre 
constiintaé si autoestima. Unii nu 
au nici macar forta mentalaé pen- 
tru a putea spune “sunt parte 
din ceva care ma depaseste”. 
De aceea activitatea la nivel 
psihologic este importanta. 


=% 


Dincolo de sau impreuna cu 
dispozitivele de memorie se afla 
actele de vorbire, momentele, 
situatiile si contextele in care 
corpurile se reunesc pentru a-si 
povesti unii altora istoriile sia 
asculta. 

Care este potentialul acestor in- 
talniri pentru a-si povesti istorii? 
In ce mod pot contribui aceste 
acte ale vorbirii la lupta pentru 
drepturile care ne-au fost luate? 
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fundamenta memoria intr-o carte nu pot spu- 
ne decat atat: in momentul in care omul este 
deprivat de orice arma sociala prin care sa-si 
asigure continuitatea individuala sau continui- 
tatea comunitatii din care face parte, a culturii 
sale, el va reveni in definitiv la un act primordi- 
al, cel al povestirii, isi va soune povestea. Inca 
din epocile mai putin dezvoltate ale umanitatii, 
omul si-a asigurat perpetuarea amintirilor sale 
prin povesti, care in ziua de astazi au devenit 
chiar fragmente de istorie. Cartea si filmul 
sunt dispozitive de prezervare a memoriei siin 
cazul unei persoane careia i s-a negat in mod 
repetat apartenenta la grup social majoritar cu 
drepturi exercitate, ele devin arme. 


Pierderea identitatii 
prin negarea 
proprietatii 


personale 


RITA: De cand stau in Pata Rat, din 2010, 
17 decembrie, viata mea, crede-mé ce-ti spun 
jumate din ea o murit. Nici nu stiu ce viitor pot 
sa le ofer copiilor mei de aici. Cand am stat 
pe Coastei, strada Coastei din Cluj-Napoca, 
am avut de toate, am avut camera bucatarie, 
am avut toate utilitatile, am avut apa fn 
curte, gaz, lumina, internet, tot ce si-o 
dorit copiii mei. Aveau copili mei acces 
la tot si la biblioteca, la salile de sport, 
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avea legitimatie de sportiv de fotbal. Daca iti 
spun, numai medalii aveau si au decazut de 
cand am ajuns aici. 

A: Poti sa imi povestesti putin despre 
cum a fost cand ai ajuns aici? 

RITA: in 2010 in decembrie, deci nu 
uita, 15 decembrie in 2010. Eram cu copila- 
sii mei astia doi, Cristi si Robert la gradinita. 
Stateam inca pe Coastei, atunci mi-a fost be- 
tonata curtea, foarte fain, mi-a zugravit sotul 
tot, tot, tot sine-am betonat curtea. Am Zis ca 
ne pregatim de Craciun, de sarbatori si in 15 
decembrie o venit o doamna pe nume Fritea 
cu niste oameni din primarie si ne-o dat niste 
hartii ca ne muta, n-au specificat ca cand. Ca 
ne muta, c-o sé primim apartamente. La fie- 
care ne-o dat hartie, nu stiu daca ei au sem- 
nat, dar eu nu am semnat absolut nimic, ca nu 
eram acasa si in locul meu a semnat doamna 
Fritea. In 17 decembrie dimineata la ora 4, plin 
o fost de jandarmerie acolo pe Coastei, de te- 
leviziuni, peste 100 de politai o fost, mascati, 
oameni de /a primarie, masini de alea mari de 
la Rosal, tractoare. Am iesit afara sa vedem ce 
se intampla, ca “Strangeti-va repede /ucruri- 
le ca o sé va mutam in apartamente”. Va dati 
seama ca nu am strans nimic. Cand s-o facut 
ora 7 dimineata, o venit repede cei de la Elec- 
trica si o taiat gaz, curent, cu toate ca eram la 
zi cu platile,cu chiria, ne-o lasat fara nimic. Si 
m-o pus pe un tractor, mi-o pus lucrusoarele 
pe tractor, un sfert din mobila am adus si mai 
mult de jumate am lasat acolo si mi-o cazut si 
televizorul jos dupa masina si nu mi I-o platit 
nimeni. Cand am vazut ca venim inspre aero- 
port, am zis ca nu o sé fie rau... cand am va- 

zut unde ma aduce de fapt, deja o parte 

din tiganii mei aici erau sus, cu mobilele 
in strada... 0 zapada pana la genunchi, 
minus 25 de grade. La copiii mei erau 


Atunci cand migrantii veneau la 
Barcelona si construiau in mod 
precar bardacile lor, in aceste 
momente initiale conditiile lor 
de viata erau putin diferite de 
cele pe care Rita sau Pepe le 
povestesc referitor la Pata Rat. 
Dar, psihologic, dispozitia lor era 
diferita, ei veneau aici cu ideea 
de a prospera, cu un proiect de 
viata, cu o speranta, chiar daca 
conditiile lor de viata erau, in 
unele cazuri, mai rele decat cele 
lasate in urma. Inclusiv cei care 
au ajuns fugind de represiunea 
politica din tarile lor de origine, 
in ciuda dificultatilor, aveau 

un motiv pentru a continua. in 
Pata Rat in schimb, asa cum 

ne povestesc Rita sau Pepe, 
sentimentul era unul al disperdarii 
dupa ce fusesera expuizati lite- 
ral din casele lor si din oras. 


Valul de evacuari provocat in 
statul spaniol de criza financiara 
din 2007 a trimis, si continua sa 

trimita si fn ziua de azi, mii de 
familii in aceasta situatie de vul- 
nerabilitate. Ocuparea locuinte- 
lor care nu sunt folosite (sau 
“recuperarea” lor pentru a folosi 
terminologia folosita de miscari 
sociale cum ar fi Platforma celor 
afectati de creditele ipotecare) 
este raspunsul contemporan 
neoficial in fata vulnerarii dreptu- 
lui la o locuintaé, asa cum anterior 
era construirea bardacilor. 


Aceasté interdependenta activa 
intre identitatea individuala si 
identitatea colectiva reprezinta 
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mucii inghetati la nas. Cand am coborat jos si 
am zis catre o doamnéa care dadea contracte 
acolo si mi-a zis ca ,Vezi ca nu pot sa-ti dau 
contractul pana nu semnezi”. Pai doamné, zic, 
lasé-mé4 un pic sa citesc. Am vazut ca scrie 
asa: doué camere, bucatarie, baie, hol, ca 
este parchet pe jos, geamuri termopane siam 
zis tot nu poate sa fie asa de rau. Am semnat 
contractul, a venit doamna aia, ea mi-o des- 
chis usa si-am intrat in casa cu copii si am zis 
catre ea da’ unde sunt doud camere, parchet, 
ca era linoleu pe jos ca parchetul. Si ea mi-o 
spus ,Descurcati-va cu primaria”. Repede 
sotul meu o adus semineu in casa, am bagat 
doua canapele pentru copii, era o camera de 
16 metri patrati si eram 13 persoane. Cumna- 
tii mei din partea la sotul n-au primit nimic si 
erau 11 frati. O facut sotul meu un pic de caldu- 
ra...casile astea, modulele astea o fost facute 
in doua luni de zile, octombrie si noiembrie, 
cand o facut barbatul meu caldura in casa stii 
cum curgea apa din pereti? Cu gdleata. Spre 
dimineata, pluteam in apa, credeam ca am 
facut treaba mica pe mine, sincer.. si cum 
m-am trezit peste noapte ca m-o trecut si la 
baie, baia care era pe hol, o foloseam 4 familii, 
40 de persoane, fara apa calda. Si am aprins 
becul si am vazut cata apa, pline erau plapu- 
mele de apa, cu perne si toata casa s-o trezit. 
[...] Copiii mei plangeau in fiecare zi si ma ru- 
gau sa mergem la casa noastra de pe Coas- 
tei, ca asta nu-i casa lor, ca de ce am ajuns noi 
aici, ca de ce ne-o mutat de acolo, ca cu ce 
le-am gresit, foarte multe intrebari. 


Casa noastra, locul in care ne petrecem 
mare parte din viata, are un rol important 
in definirea identitatii, in stabilirea unei 
sigurante de a avea ceva al nostru asu- 
pra caruia putem sa ne exercitam de- 
ciziile, dorintele, asa cum vrem. Uneori 
poate este singurul lucru care confera 
siguranta, iar in momentul in care aceasta si- 
guranta este indepartata abusiv, ne confrun- 
tam cu aparitia unei vulnerabilitati cronice. 
Daca este sa ne raportam la cazul comunitati- 
lor din intreg Pata Rat-ul, trebuie afirmat ferm 
ca aceasta vulnerabilitate va plana asupra lor 
mult timp-social, ceea ce inseamna ca le va 
afecta toate incercarile viitoare de a-si de- 
pasi conditia, care le-a fost impusa aproape 
agresiv. Rita imi vorbeste mereu cu zambetul 
pe buze despre cum a reusit sa aiba casa ei 
pe strada Coastei, impreuna cu familia ei, un 
loc unde a avut toate posibilitatile necesa- 
re pentru a trai decent si a-si creste copiii la 
standardele societatii. Acum, standardele au 
ramas aceleasi, insa posibilitatile s-au schim- 
bat, sau mai degraba au disparut. Nu necesita 
niciun studiu psihologic amanuntit ca sa inte- 
legem ca daca smulgem o persoana din sanul 
mediului social in care a reusit sa se integre- 
ze si o alungam la marginea acestui mediu, o 
izolam in afara lui, ea se va pierde, isi va anula 
identitatea personala si nu din cauza socului 
jneaparat, ci pentru supravietuire. 

Spatiul intim al casei defineste pilonii 
identitatii individuale, respectiv colective; in 
urma deprivarii de aceasta proprietate per- 
sonala, are loc si o pierdere a identitatii. Nu 
este vorba despre faptul ca ai uitat cine esti, 
dar acest lucru incepe sa conteze din ce in ce 
mai putin cand preocuparea ta pricipala este 
sa incerci sa iti refaci viata din nimic, intreban- 
du-te constant unde a fost greseala care ti-a 
adus 0 astfel de sentinté. Comunitatea de pe 
strada Coastei avea locuinte proprii inainte de 
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a fi adusi in Pata Rat, ulterior majoritatea s-au 
vazut nevoiti sa se multumeasca cu un loc pe o 
podea inundata de apa, iar 35 de familii au fost 
lasate sub cerul liber cu 3 scanduri si indem- 
nati sa isi contruiasca o alta casa. Fenomenul 
social extern care s-a produs in urma acestei 
evacuari fortate a fost urmatorul: oamenii din 
oras au ajuns sa asocieze comunitatea care lo- 
cuieste in Pata Rat cu gunoiul; multi dintre ei si- 
au pierdut locurile de munca pe care le aveau 
sau nu au mai putut sa isi gaseasca altele din 
cauza etichetei aferente. S-a uitat totusi ca 
Pata Rat face parte din oras si daca vreodata 
orasul ar disparea, Pata Rat ar ramane. 


Unde comunitatea 
devine doar unul 


RITA: Si cumva, cumva, am avut proble- 
me cu tiganii din Dalas...o venit sé ne bata. 


A: De ce? 


RITA: Ca de ce ne-o pus pe noi in modu- 
lele astea si nu pe ei, ca lor le-o zis ca-s pen- 
tru ei sine-o adus pe noi din Marasti si ne-au 
mutat in astea. Si o venit peste noi cu topoare, 
cu securi, cu paruri, cu bate, sa ne bata, toate 
lucrusoarele ni le-o furat de-afara, ca n-am 
putut sé le bagam in 16 metri patrati. 


A: Crezi ca majoritatea oamenilor 
cand au ajuns in Pata Rat si-au pierdut 
identitatea? 


RITA: Tot... siincrederea de sine si 
vecinii au devenit foarte rai unii cu altii. 

Nu mai comunicau impreuna, se inchi- 
deau in casa. Pai doi ani de zile nimeni nu o 
tinut sarbatori, mergeau copiii la colindat si 
nu i-o primit nimeni, deci efectiv s-a schim- 
bat toata Iumea de cand am ajuns in Pata Rat. 
Inainte cand stéteam pe Coastei, inainte sa 
fim mutati, eram niste vecini foarte buni, ju- 
cau bdaietii fotbal impreuna, barbatii ieseau la 
carti. Comunicam foarte mult cand ieseam de 
la joburi si ieseam afaréa la cafea in curte si pe 
strada, cum era strada publica. Aici nu, aici 
oamenii sunt rai si invidiosi. 

[...] Dar de ce crezi ca ne cunoaste toata 
Europa? Pentru ca nimeni n-o facut din Pata 
Rat nimic pana nu am ajuns noi aici si cand 
am ajuns noi aici atunci a devenit cunoscuta 
Zona Pata Rat-ului, restul veneau numai fa- 
ceau proiecte, isi bagau banii unde trebuiau 
sd-i baga si bietii romi tot aici ramaneau ca 
ziceau ca-s prosti si fara scoala. Ei, dar noi 
cand am ajuns aici ne-am facut vocea auZzi- 
ta, ne-am spus drepturile ca le-am cunoscut. 
Ma implic foarte tare pentru comunitate si ca- 
teodata n-am respectul de la ei pe care eu il 
astept. 

A: Ce faci tu pentru comunitatea de aici? 


RITA: Foarte multe fac... orice problema 
au oamenii, ma duc in primdarie, o sustin, le fac 
acte. Daca unul n-are chiria platita, ma duc la 
primarie rezolv, plateste chiria esalonat, sa fie 
bine. Gestionez un dus pentru 80 de familii, 
ajut copiii care merg la scoala, ajut mamele, 
le indrum cum sé mearga la spital, cum sa 
mearga la medic, ce trebuie sa faca cu copi- 
lul. Vreau sa zic ca aicea la noi fara mine nu 


un factor decisiv pentru a inte- 
lege motivatiile comunitatii care 
nu este formata din persoane 
omogene, ci din ,,personalitati” 
individuale care doresc sa se in- 
talneasca intr-un spatiu comun, 
prin propria dorinta. 


C4nd ascultam istorii legate de 
cartierele de baraci din Lisabo- 
na, de multe ori apare problema 
diviziunii comunitatii in grupe 
mai mici care sunt ostile intre 
ele, aproape intotdeauna din 
cauza discutiilor referitoare la 
impartirea resurselor limitate in 
situatii de precarietate sociala si 
economicaé majora. 


Este o situatie foarte diferita de 
cea care aparea in cartierele de 
bardaci din L’'Hospitalet, unde re- 
latiile de sprijin mutuu, reciproc 
si solidaritate erau mai degra- 
ba norma, derivand dintr-un 
sentiment de “a fi impreuna” in 
aceeasi situatie, si din convin- 
gerea de a colabora in loc dea 
concura pentru atingerea unor 


obiective comune. 


Este o istorie pozitiva, dar pe 
termen mediu sau lung poate fi 
problematica, datorita depen- 


- 


dentei excesive de o persoana. 
Ce se intampla daca aceasta per- 
soana paraseste comunitatea? 


Una dintre caracteristicile 
misc4rilor de vecini in cartierele 
periferice ale ariei metropolita- 
ne a Barcelonei in ultimii ani ai 
regimului franchist si primii ani 
ai democratiei, si putem afirma 
ca una dintre cheile succesului 
sau, a fost caracterul sau bazat 
pe adunéari orizontale. Chiar 
daca mereu a existat figura unor 
lideri, rolul acestora ar fi fost 
lipsit de relevanta fara forta a 
numeroase persoane care au 
fost involucrate in lupte, zi de Zi, 
siin problemele comunitatii. 


Y) 


misca un deget, deci eu daca sunt la lucru si ei 
raman fara apa, nimeni nu ia telefonul sé sune 
la apa si canal sé vada de ce nu este apa, ma 
asteapta pe mine panda vin de Ia lucru. 


In urma evacuarii a fost inevitabilad 
aparitia unei concurente in termeni de su- 
pravietuire din partea comunitatii care deja 
era stabilita in Pata fata de noii veniti, dar si 
o detasare de tot ce a insemnat pana atunci 
comunitate din partea oamenilor de pe Coas- 
tei. In primul caz, este firesc ca cei din Dalas 
sa ji perceapa pe cei de pe Coastei drept o 
amenintare, sa ii vada ca pe niste dusmani, 
intrucat atenteaza intr-o oarecare masura la 
bunurile colective, cum au fost spre exemplu 
casele modulare. in al doilea caz, cel al inde- 
partarii oamenilor de oameni, este tot o marca 
a supravietuirii, de data aceasta mediul fiind 
amenintarea. Nu mai conteaza prietenia, nu 
mai conteaza faptul ca au fost vecini sau ca tn 
fiecare seara ieseau la taclale, aici nu mai este 
strada Coastei, aici este Pata Rat, aici nu mai 
sunt locuitorii de pe strada Coastei, aici sunt 
locuitorii din Pata Rat. Singura amintire preg- 
nanta a vietii Ante-Pata Rat este numele, care 
mai mult sau mai putin ironic din partea sortii, 
a ramas tot Coastei. 


Numele meu este! 


A: Daca ar fi sa te intreb cine esti: Rita 
de pe Coastei din Cluj sau Rita de pe Coastei 
din Pata Rat? 


RITA: Sunt Rita de pe Coastei din Pata 
Rat si nu m-am schimbat, sunt tot aceeasi 
persoanda, doar mi-am schimbat mentalitatea 
si traiul pe care I-am avut, dar tot nu ma las, 
pentru ca sunt o femeie puternica si merg mai 
departe. Tot Rita ma cheama! 


RITA este exemplul exponential prin 
care dovedim ca dorinta de a fi amintit este 
mult mai puternica uneori decat toate mijloa- 
cele prin care se doreste sa fim redusi la ta- 

cere. Vocea interioara impulsionea- 

za sentimentul conservarii proprii 

si astfel se ajunge la o prezervare a 

memoriei unei comunitati prin pura 

dorinta de a fi in continuare. Ceea ce 

reuseste Rita si poate ca nu realizea- 
za, este ca ea mentine firavul echilibru al exis- 
tentei sociale a Pata Rat-ului si nu o face decat 
prin a vorbi despre asta. A vorbi a devenit un 
intreg mecanism de reconstruire a increderii 
sociale a unui grup ce a fost stigmatizat con- 
stant, o masinarie care purifica aerul vulne- 
rabilitatii si nu in ultimul rand o speranta, ca 
si acei ochi mijiti care fi privesc de /a birourile 
aflate pe la etajul 10 al unui imobil de lux, vor 
atesta in definitiv ca da, ei sunt si da, ei exista. 
Rita povesteste, cearta, intreabaé, roaga, se 
plange, dar vorbeste si asa au inceput din ce 
in ce mai multi oameni din Pata sa povesteas- 
ca, sa certe, sa vorbeasca despre ei si despre 
viata lor, despre cine sunt si asa treptat fsi al- 
catuiesc si in acelasi timp fsi salveaza memo- 
ria colectiva. 

Cand numele de Pata Rat a fost atent 
si caligrafic scrijelit pe fruntile comunitatilor 
evacuate acolo, nimeni nu s-a gandit ca in 
fapt acest nume a fost intiparit pe fruntea unui 
intreg oras. In incercarea de a da uitarii pre- 
numele rusinos, s-au cautat diferite apelative 
care sa se termine in “european”, insa din pa- 
cate in certificatul de nastere va ramane scris 
ORAS - PATA R T si memoria lor va ramane 
permanent in memoria celorlalti. 


Timp de multi ani, locuitorii 
baracilor nu au vorbit de trecutul 
lor. Orasul de asemeni nu a dorit 
sa vorbeasca de aceasta parte 
a trecutului. Credem ca, pentru 
unele persoane, sé gaseasca 
un spatiu in care sa poata vorbi 
de acestea si sa fie ascultate 
fara prejudicii este un fel de 
eliberare. 


O parte fundamentala a 
proiectelor noastre consta in 
reintroducerea in sfera publi- 

ca a memoriei baracilor. S4 o 
extindem dincolo de marturia 
persoanelor in viata, pentru a se 
recunoaste nu doar rusinea unei 
societatii care a tolerat forme de 
excludere sociala si opresiune 
cum au fost cele suferite de per- 
soanele care au locuit in baraca, 
ci sia demnitatii inalienabile a 
acestor locuitori si a potentia- 
lului informalitatii de a construi 
orasul contemporan. 


O 


Asa este. Multe marturii ale 
vechilor vecine si vecini care 
au fost stranse in Atelierul 

de istorii al CICAB abunda in 
relatii de camaraderie si ajutor 
reciproc. Chiar daca nu exista 
niciun dubiu asupra solidaritatii 
intre locuitorii unor cartiere ca 
Bomba, istoriile mentioneaza in 
trecere conflictele. 


Existenta fotografiilor de familie 
era in Portugalia anilor cincizeci 
o raritate accesibla doar famili- 


e 
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Despre Memoria care-t 
creaza viitorul 


Interviu cu Pepe 
despre atelierele 
creative cu copii, fn 
cadrul proiectulul 
Cand Orasul isi 
Pierde Numele 


Pepe, cum ai trait evacuarea? Cum 
au trait-o copii din Pata? 


Cand am ajuns in Pata, unii dintre noi 
eram numai bebe. Astia dintre noi nu au cum 
sa aiba memorii. Altii, care au ajuns ca adulti, 
da, au avut berechet. Ce stiu eu, e ca odata 
cu deportarea, Pepe din Cluj a murit. Eu am 
pierdut tot, frate, identitatea. Daca nu eram 
deportat, nu eram omul de acun. Mi-am pier- 
dut atunci identitatea, fizic si spiritual, man- 
dria persoanala. Omul de atunci a murit. Cred 
ca la fel sunt si altii, putini isi mai amintesc. 
Poate cei care aveau un status social mai 
bun, ca erau mai boss, ca Puti. Florin Stancu 
lucra, era curat la el in curte. Poate ei isi mai 
ingrijesc memoriile. 


Cum isi ingrijesc oamenii memoriile? 


Asta cu ingrijitul memoriilor e o chestie 
ciudata. Cre ca pamenii in general, tind sa-si 
infrumuseteze memoriile. Ca era apa, ca era 
fratie. Si de la atata repetat povestea, poves- 
tea se poate altera, si omul crede in fiecare 
versiune. Asa se altereaza memoria.Asta cu 
adultii. Copii, ei isi aduc aminte fix de ce li se 
intampla, ca e dinaintea mutarii, ca e dupa 
mutare. Casuta, calculator, iesirile - pe care le 
pretuiesc foarte mult, la cinema sau oriunde. 
Copii au o soarta grea in Pata. Stiu tot, aud tot, 
un copil la 10 ani in Pata e ca unul de 20 ani 
jin oras... Asa ca e normal ca copii pretuiesc 
amintirile frumoase. Despre viata lor inainte sa 
fie mutati la Pata, isi aintesc putin. Mai afla ei 


de la parinti ca iata, bunicul tau a fost asa si 
asa, dar poze s-ar putea sa nu mai aiba - cade 
exemplu s-a pierdut la deportare. 


Ce memorii nutresc oamenii din Pata? 


Oamenilor din Pata relatiile de rudenie 
sunt importante. Tinem minte toate relatiile 
de rudenie, pana la strabunici. Sarbatorim 

ziua mortilor, de 1 noiembrie, zilele de 

nastere. Si na, sarbatorim si 17 decem- 

brie, adica comemoram cum am fost 

evacuati. De fiecare data in decembrie, 

simt un gol in mine. Am triggere: cand 

vad politie pe strada, sau o casa demo- 
lata, ma loveste. In decembrie mai mult ca de 
exemplu, sa zicem, vara. Oricine a fost eva- 
cuat, cand trece in Marasti, e imposibil sa nu 
zica, uite, aici am stat. De aici am fost depor- 
tat. Memoria e vie, si de 17 decembrie, cand 
facem si marsul, povestim cum si ce ar trebui 
facut, rascolim amintiri... 


Ce ai face tu, daca ai putea sa faci ce 
vrei? Ce fac atelierele astea? 


Ar fi fain daca as avea putere sa schimb 
viata oamenilor. Daca as fi de exemplu Pri- 
marul Patai. As face ideea asta de centru co- 
munitar. M-as baga sa facem sport, activitati 
- ca asta copii nu au cum sa uite. 

Ce fac aici la atelierele asta, de asta 
sunt importante, ca creaza memorii. La un 
copil din Pata cadoul de craciun e o memorie 
pe viata. Ca a fost bani, ca a fost ciocolata, 
orice. Asta ramane in memorie. 


Cand copii merg acasa de la ateliere, 
vin ceilalti copii si fi intreaba, ce ati facut? Si 
atunci astia micii de aici, povestesc. Poi frate, 
aici in comunitate multi copii nu stiu ce a aia 
burgr, ce e aia McDonalds. N-au fost cu tre- 
nul, n-au fost cu autocarul. Cand i-am dus cu 
proiectul la Cheile Turzii, tremurau de bucu- 
rie in masina, abia se putea da jos din masina 
de emotie. in salina Turda nu se putea abtine, 
lingeau peretele, vezi aci, e sare, frate! 


Deci important e nu numai ce amin- 
tiri ai, ci si ce amintiri creezi. Nu e totuna ca 
au amintiri de la strandul de la Cojocna, sau 
cum faceau baie tn levigat. 


ilor mai bogate sau cu un grad 
de alfabetizare. Pe de alta parte, 
inexistenta fotografiilor a ajuns 
sa fie un factor de discriminare, 
ca si cum acele familii nu ar fi 
avut grija de memoria lor 


Foarte putine familii din cartierul 
Bomba aveau acces la aparate 
foto. O mare parte din imaginile 
conservate de familii corespund 
ceremoniilor cum ar fi nunti, 
botezuri realizate de fotografi 
profesionisti. Inclusiv aceste fo- 
tografii au o valoare de marturie, 
mai ales acele in care se vede, 
chiar daca pe fundal si neclar, 
cum era viata cotidiana obisnuita 
in cartier. 


Protestul ca dispozitiv de me- 
morie sau invers. 


e 


Copii si adultii sunt doua categorii dife- 
rite. Cu copii se poate mult mai bine sa creezi 
memorii. Dar adultii sunt parca terminati. Aia 
iau o tigara si o bere, sa uite unde sunt. Locul 
te face sa fii asa. Ca dovada, uite cum s-au 
schimbat cei care s-au mutat din Pata! 

Dar copii si tinerii, cu ei exista o alta 
speranta. Cu ei poti creste memorii. De asta 
e fain sa lucrezi pe nevoile lor, sa faci activi- 
tati cum sunt atelierele astea interactive. Co- 
pii invata si tin minte valori morale, cum era 
jocul ala ce am jucat, ca sa nu fi hapsan, si 
din astea. 

As mai insista si pe sport, pe fotbal, pe 
arte martiale. As insista si pe iesiri - cum a 
fost in Cheile Turzii. Ceva ce nu le ofera pa- 
rintii. 

Ce fericiti au fost acolo! Ei vin la ateliere 
si sa se joace, sa se simta bine, si ca mai sca- 
pa de acolo, din ghetou. Mita, Aranka, Milu, 
Delia, Robert, Costelus, Olga, toti. 
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Sa faca ceva diferit, sa nu mai stea 
in Pata de-a lela. Si cand ajung acasa, mai 
povestesc ce au facut si fac in ciuda la altii. 
Cum s-au distrat. Povestesc de Emese, de 
cine ce-a zis. 


Gandeste-te asa: se intalnesc la scoa- 
l4 toamna doi copii, unul din oras si unul din 
Pata, si isi povestesc amintirile din vacanta. 
Asta primul, ca a fost cu parintii la mare, tn 
Croatia. Asta din Pata ce sa povesteasca? Ca 
a stat toata vara intre gunoaie, si s-a uitat la 
caini? De asta e fain sa cresti memorii, duci 
copilul la Cojocna, la Salina Turda, la un ate- 
lier in parc, si imediat i-ai dat o memorie pe 
care poate sa o povesteasca si la altii, si i-ai 
dat un status social, ceva care e compara- 
bil ca valoare cu restul lumii. Asta facem noi 
la ateliere. Nu putem merge pe dezgropatul 
memoriilor, ca nu prea le au. In schimb, pu- 
tem sa facem lucruri cu ei, sa-i generam me- 
morii - un trecut cu care isi asigura viitorul. 


intr-un mod subtil, aproape 
invizibil, scoala poate fi un loc 
unde sunt marcate diferentele 
intre ceea ce poate fi conside- 
rata o “viata normala” si o “viata 
perferica”, iar constiinta acestor 
diferente e uneori exploatata in 


mod violent de unii copii. 


Chiar daca la sfarsitul anilor 

60 poligoanele de locuinte 

cum ar fi cele din Bellvitge nu 
detineau servicii, echipamente, 
localuri comerciale sau inclusiv 
infrastructuri de baza cum ar 

fi asfalt, servicii de iluminat si 
canalizare, conditiile acestora 
nu pot fi asimilate celor din Pata 
Rat. Doua amintiri din copilarie 
au intarit caracterul locuitorilor: 
se jucau cu alti copii in strada, 
fara sa fie supravegheati de un 
adult, si faptul ca au participat la 
manifestatiile si protestele pen- 
tru a obtine acele echipamente, 
servicii sau infrastructuri la care, 
asa cum au invatat atunci, aveau 
dreptul. 
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L'Hospitalet 


Cc A beginning 


LaFundiciéd was founded in 2006, 
after seven years of “itinerant” activity, 
in 2013, seven years ago, we decided to 
settle down and open a physical space in 
the basement of a building in Bellvitge. 


AltArt is 22 years old, and we’we been 
working without a physical headquarter 
for the past 8 years. This means we 
did everything on laptops in pubs, and 
most importantly, in the field, in the 
Pata Rat ghetto. This was not only a 
matter of necessity, but also enabled 
us to have more contact with the com- 
munity in their living environment. We 
consider ourselves producers, traders, 
and consumers of meaning. It is, as it 
were, in an Economy of Meaning. 


This specific building was managed by 
the Social Welfare services of LHospita- 
let city council and had previously been 
home to members of the Guardia Civil 
(state security forces). Inhabiting a phys- 
ical space has forced us to rethink our 
ways of doing things, negotiating them in 
relation to an ecosystem situated within 
a specific territory; an ecosystem that 
we have joined establishing ties that go 
beyond a productivist logic. Remaining in 
the territory allows us to sustain process- 
es and open possibilities that would have 
been unviable from a productivist ap- 
proach. LaFundicidé’s physical space has 
helped us to open and explore other im- 
aginaries of the art field, thinking about 
contemporary artistic practices from and 
within the peripheral neighbourhoods of 
Barcelona. 


The 11th and 13th blocks of Prado 
street are traversed by systemic violence: 


a violence that is present in almost all the 
urban peripheries, a violence that we are 
familiar with and which, in some parts of 
the city, materialises with greater rawness. 


What do the different community 
groups say about the origins and pri- 
mary reasons for this violence? 


Among our neighbours at Prado is a 
Roma community, and inhabiting 
Prado 11 has triggered encounters 

and quarrels, it has brought mo- 
ments of self-recognition and of 
estrangement, constantly putting 
codes and manners in crisis. The 
children were the first to cross the thresh- 
old of our space and question us. 


One of the first practices we shared 
with them was walking: they invited us to 
cover the distance between our building 
and their school, Escola Gornal, on the 
other side of the train tracks. Thus we 
began to cross together that urban scar 
that separates the two neighbourhoods 
of District VI of LHospitalet, Bellvitge and 
El Gornal. The Gornal public school is the 
only one in the neighbourhood, the rest 
of the educational centers that existed 
in the 1980s in the area are now closed. 
In a neighbourhood with a 17% Roma 
population, the school is made up of a 
vast majority of Roma students. Roma 
children from Prado 11 and 13 are sent 
to the Gornal school, even though they 
have two public schools just a few steps 
away from their home. Payo (as Roma 
call in Spain non Roma people) children 
from El Gornal go to schools in Bellvitge 
or Santa Eulalia. The school finds i hard 
to”Romanize” itself, exploiting the situa- 
tion of being in a perpetual state of crisis; 
through which it reproduces a colonial 
model with respect to the Roma com- 
munity. The children of Prado 11 resist 
literacy, they resist the ways of knowing 
that they associate with Payo’s culture 
and hyperbolically reproduce the stereo- 
types that the Payo’s society casts on the 
Gypsies. Thus, momentarily, they gain a 
space of power, they play with scaring 
others as a way to seek their respect, 
they accentuate their ways of speaking 
to build a distinction with the Payo, they 
revert the stigmatization they suffer by 


demonizing the Payo just as they have in 
turn been demonized by Payos'. 


Faced with this landscape, we have 
tried to create spaces within the commu- 
nity in which we can understand and trace 
how that reality has been constructed, 
how we have naturalized it and how we 
want to perform and embody it?. 


All of this 
was fields 


Often when someone is asked to 
explain the story of Bellvitge, it usually 
begins around 1965 with the construc- 
tion of the apartment lots, and we com- 
monly hear things like: “When we arrived 


' We have often heard the older 
children telling the younger children at Pra- 
do “Don’t go outside, a Payo will come and 
take you”, which is a perfect inversion of the 
warnings the grownups would give us when 
we were young: “Don’t go outside, a gypsy will 
come and take you”. 


2 The work of Iris Marion Young is a 
reference point for us here. In her book Justice 
and the Politics of Difference she defines jus- 
tice as the capacity that we the people have to 
shape the structures that we embody, putting 
in crisis the concept of justice constructed 
from an exclusively rational and quantitative 
logic: how can we distribute rights and liber- 
ties - these immaterial resources that require 
action from individuals and communities? In 
this same vein we also hold close the thinking 
of Judith Butler. 


here there was nothing”. Sometimes, 
our interlocutor is a bit more careful and 
observes that, before its urbanization 
“these were all fields”. 


Our environment, the Pata Rat ghetto, 
is a product of the neoliberal city. The 
city, in its hardcore neoliberal thrust, 
actually produces a lot of poverty on 
the sides. This means a continuous 
flow of poor people, who get to live 

at the edge of society until they pass 
away. The edge of the edge is Pata 
Rat, a 2000+ person ghetto. 80% are 
Roma. 85% of them got there as a 
result of an eviction by a City Hall. 


The middle class-ing of the proletar- 
iat worked well. 


The issue of the ‘ambition of economic 
and social ascension’ by people from 
rural and industrial classes is complex, 
multiform and difficult to frame in con- 
ceptual simplifications. What do people 
and communities say about the values 
gained and lost with these processes 
of individual and collective economic 
change? 


In 1965, in the middle of the Francoist de- 
sarrollismo (his aggressive policy of eco- 
nomic growth based largely on real estate 
development) the construction compa- 
ny CIDESA began the construction of 
Bellvitge. Half of CIDESA? was owned by 
two French companies, the other half by 
Ascoindel SA, which, in turn, owned fifty 
percent of the shares of Ciudad Condal 
SA, the real estate company that a few 
years earlier, in 1959, had bought a large 
part of the agricultural land of the fertile 
soil on which Bellvitge would be built. 
Likewise, half of Ascoindel was owned 
by the multinational Monsanto Company, 
which back then was a plastic manufac- 
turer. In 1970 Monsanto Company would 
patent the glyphosate herbicide and 
by the end of the 20th century it would 
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become the world’s leading producer of 
transgenic seeds and a decisive player in 
the globalization of agribusiness and its 
monoculture system. 


Most of the blocks in Bellvitge were 
built in just four years (between 1965 and 
1969), 


This “urbanization” process started 
ten years after in East Lisbon, that is 
following 1974's Carnation Revolution in 
Portugal. 


and the floors were erected in record time 
using a system of precast parts on site. A 
large number of migrants from different 
rural areas of Spain were relocated into 
these flats, some of whom had previous- 
ly settled in self-built shantytown neigh- 
bourhoods, and for them purchasing 
an apartment through mortgage loans 
represented a sign of progress and de- 
velopment. Beyond providing a housing 
solution to this population, the construc- 
tive fury of Francoist developmentalism 
was motivated by an interest in starting 
a cycle of capitalist accumulation based 
on real estate speculation and the finan- 
cialization of all aspects of life. A cycle 
specifically associated with the purchase 
of housing, whose most dramatic conse- 
quences would be paid for decades later 
by the same working classes when the 
housing bubble burst in 2007. 


This whole process would not have been 
possible without a prior dismantlement 
of the traditional forms of social organi- 
zation from rural areas; agrarian modern- 
ization and the demonization of symbol- 
ic practices that sustained the peoples’ 
own subsistence culture was partly what 
pushed millions of people to migrate to 
the cities. Paradoxically, aestheticization 
and officialization of folklore were used 
by the regime to decouple these sym- 
bolic practices from the ways of life in the 
framework of which they made sense. 


In 1969, the construction company 
CIDESA launched an innovative mar- 
keting campaign: forty trips to various 
towns in central and southern Spain 
were raffled among the newcomers to 
Bellvitge; the lucky ones who formed the 
“1st Bellvitge Embassy”*. The “Ambas- 
sadors” had to explain the advantages 
of their households in Bellvitge to attract 
new residents / clients. At the same time, 
the housing estate was advertised in 
the newspaper La Vanguardia with the 
slogan “There is life in Bellvitge” along 
with other slogans such as “We live in 
Bellvitge, in a private-owned apartment” 
or “Only 15 minutes away from Plaza Es- 
pafhia”. Along with these slogans, which 
valued home ownership and proximity 
to the city center, the image of a typically 
heteronormative and middle-class fam- 
ily appeared: on a neutral background 
stands the figure of the father (male, 
white, middle-aged) wearing a suit, shirt 
and tie, gazing at the horizon, his hands 
clutching the lapels of his jacket in a sat- 
isfied gesture. This archetypal image of 
the white-collar worker contrasts with the 
fact that the vast majority of men, and 
also a small part of women, who lived in 
the neighbourhood at the time were em- 
ployed as blue collar workers in the fac- 
tories of the industrial belt surrounding 


4 La Vanguardia, Wednesday 23” July 
1969, page 12 
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Barcelona. At his feet, squatting, a wom- 
an affectionately looks after the children: 
a boy and a girl - themselves the aspira- 
tional “couple”, in which, of course, the 
boy is the eldest of the siblings, thus re- 
inforcing the stereotype of the protective 
male. The care work carried out by wom- 
en, represented in the image according 
to the prevailing canons of a reactionary 
ethic of care, has been invariably forgot- 
ten in the history of neighbourhoods like 
Bellvitge. Even more invisible has been 
the participation of women in production 
as an outsourced labor force - almost 
always in extremely precarious condi- 
tions, without any social guarantees and 
without the possibility of organizing col- 
lectively - working from home, away from 
factories and workshops, in varied tasks 
such as sewing or finishing clothing, furs 
or rhinestones, assembling pens or belt 
buckles, packing stickers or soldering 
electronic circuits. 


The undeniable acceptance of precar- 
ious working conditions that occurred 
in those years can also be analysed 
from other perspectives such as those 
of work ethics, personal resilience and 
the ability to adapt to new contexts. 

As a former resident of a shantytown 
neighborhood and informal worker 

in east Lisbon told us: “we worked in 
whatever job was necessary to earn 
some money”. 


The iconographic nonsense of this image, 
totally detached from the reality of Bellvit- 
ge and so many other working-class 
neighbourhoods throughout the 
Spanish state, offered itself as an 
aspirational model that colonized 

the desire of many of them. Simul- 
taneously they were stalked by rep- 
resentations that stigmatized them 

for their rural origin, mocking their ways of 
speaking, their tastes and values®. Those 
of us who grew up in that historical context 
have experienced some of the conflicts 
that came with that assimilation process. 


We could use the same exact 
words to mention our process 

of growing up in the outskirts of 
Lisbon, being in-between the rural 
origin and the working-class and 
urban (then) present. 


The internalization of hegemonic social 
and cultural values and the rejection of 
their own rural, peasant and popular or- 
igins were sometimes expressed in the 
form of self-hatred, something that has 
conditioned the way in which our fathers 
and mothers raised and educated us. 
This is a complex situation from which, if 
there’s something that we have learned it 
is to read situations from multiple angles 
and flee from linearity and binarism. 


Once built, and for several years af- 
terward, the Bellvitge blocks stood in the 
middle of unpaved streets that turned to 
mud in the rainy season and the neigh- 
bourhood lacked the most basic services. 


5 Although the comic figure of the 
hillbilly or country bumpkin has a long literary 
tradition, the boom it received in television 
and cinema during the 50s through to the 70s 
remains significant. 
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Pata Rat is an invisible community in 
its entirety. Man, women, children, and 
local authorities do their “best” to keep 
them invisible - as it would disturb 

the myth of Cluj, the booming econo- 
my, the dynamic march forward. The 
pressure on having Pata Rat disappear 
from public consciousness is huge on 
the members of the community, also 
in terms of claiming their identity. It 

is simply a more productive survival 
tactics to deny it. 


The neighbourhood movement and its 
forms of organization emerged in the 
heat of the demands for infrastructures 
and services directly linked to the care 
and reproduction of life (markets, schools, 
medical centers or kindergartens, among 
others), campaigns that on numerous oc- 
casions were carried out by women. 


| really envy you. In Cluj | don’t know of 
any neighbourhood movement to artic- 
ulate collective demands, for whatever. 
In the post-Ceausescu era (1989+) Cluj 
adopted so fast the ethos of individual 
accumulation (call it privatization) that 
all forms of collective claims went 
almost taboo, and especially that of the 
working class. People were supposed 
to turn entrepreneurs overnight. If you 
could not do this, you were supposed 
to shut up in shame. 


These struggles constitute the founding 
myth of the neighbourhood movement, 
and it is important to acknowledge that the 
identity and memory of Bellvitge 
has been constructed from a patri- 
archal perspective that has subalt- 
ernized and made invisible the role 
of women and other groups in the 
story that has been constructed in 
an epic and sometimes self-congratula- 
tory tone. On the one hand, and as men- 
tioned, the housekeeping of the battle, all 
the work typical of the rearguard, is left out 
of it’s representational framework, and on 
the other hand a critical analysis of the 
past is nullified, making it harder to artic- 
ulate this historical memory in relation to 
current struggles. 


In 2015 Bellvitge celebrated its 50 
anniversary, counting from the moment 
when the construction of the first build- 
ings on the former agricultural land be- 
gins. Two years earlier, in 2013, residents 
of a working group, called Bellvitge 50, 
gathered to think and organize around 
the anniversary commemoration events. 
Our participation in the group helped us 
to improve our understanding of the links 
between the construction of memory and 
the present. We were able to observe, 
among many other things, how the acti- 
vation of certain historiographic and me- 
morial mechanisms are used to legitimize 
the current structure of power relations. 


In 1964 a group of residents of La 
Bomba, inspired by initiatives such as 
those of the barraquistas of Casa Antun- 
ez (another shantytown in Barcelona) 
promoted the constitution of the Coop- 
erativa de Viviendas Obreras de La Bom- 
ba (Workers Housing Cooperative of La 
Bomba). By the end of the decade, the 
inhabitants of the first two buildings built 
by the cooperative had already settled in: 
the Zeus building and the Neptune build- 
ing. It is worth wondering if the typology 
of the new district and the vertical hous- 
ing model really meant an improvement 


compared to the ground floor houses 
characteristic of self-built barraca neigh- 
bourhoods, since although the improve- 
ment in the hygiene and environmental 
conditions of the former barraca owners 
is evident, it is not so common to focus 
on the deterioration in terms of social ties 
and community life that came with the 
move from the barracas to the flats. 


Under article three the statutes of 
the Cooperativa de Viviendas Obreras de 
La Bomba declare that: 


The essential purposes of the 
cooperative are: 


a) The improvement of the eco- 
nomic, social and cultural condi- 
tion of its associates, promoting 
not-for-profit social economies. 


b) Contributing to the dissemi- 
nation, teaching and training of 
cooperative activities and pro- 
moting cooperative associations 
to meet industrial and consumer 
objectives. To this end, it will carry 
out a literacy campaign among its 
associates. 


In the text we can see that the co- 
operative was not only an instrument 
to access what was already being de- 
scribed as “decent housing”, but its pro- 
moters also foresaw the political project 
of social transformation. It’s true that the 
neighbourhood movement was primarily 
articulated around the demand for basic 
goods or services, but it also went further 
than this. As exemplified by the case of 
the Cooperativa de Viviendas Obreras de 
La Bomba, in Bellvitge as in other neigh- 
bourhoods, the struggles for housing, in- 
frastructure, health, education or services 
are intertwined with different political pro- 
jects. On occasions the commemoration 
of the specific successes of the neigh- 
bourhood movement - closely linked to 
the workers’ mobilizations around the 
workplace - fails to account for their lead- 
ing role in the end of the dictatorship and 
the transition to democracy. 


It is crucial to recognise that the bar- 
raquistas (inhabitants of the aforemen- 
tioned barraca neighbourhoods) brought 
their ways of life (insofar as possible), 
their forms of organization, and their po- 
litical and social vision with them to the 
new housing estates. 


The contribution of the barraquistas 
is key to understanding the character and 
evolution of neighbourhood movements 
and the culture of neighbourhoods like 
Bellvitge, however the proposal to pay at- 
tention and restore that legacy was con- 
fronted by some members of the group 
with stubborn opposition and caused 
considerable frictions in the framework of 
the commission for the organization of the 
commemoration of the 50th anniversary 
of Bellvitge. This section, small but very 
influential in the dynamics of the group, 
rejected Bellvitge’s connection with the 
barracas neighbourhoods, arguing that 
the neighbourhood had been too often 
associated with certain undesired as- 
pects: poverty, crime, drugs... and that the 
commission’s objective was to highlight 
those positive aspects of the neighbour- 
hood and especially the achievements of 
its neighbourhood movement. 
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Again, | envy you. In Cluj, no city official 
would issue such claims in public. The 
reason is not only structural and every- 
day racism, combined with oppression 
of the neoliberal state: emancipation of 
the worker class is not a productive po- 
litical narrative in terms of maximizing 
votes. | am curious about the historical 
background that enabled such a mira- 
cle on Bellvitge. 


It is entirely true that the image of Bellvit- 
ge that has been constructed through 
time - like that of many other neighbour- 
hoods on the urban peripheries - focus- 
es on those aspects considered nega- 
tive, offering a simplified representation 
of them, and leaving other aspects that 
would deserve equal attention and ac- 
knowledgement out of the narrative. The 
ways in which this image of the neigh- 
bourhood - produced, projected and put 
into circulation from outside - has been 
received and processed by its inhabit- 
ants are diverse and range from the in- 
ternalization of those who try to hide that 
they live in Bellvitge when they go outside 
the neighbourhood, to shameless and 
proud appropriation of the quinqui or the 
choni (chav) stereotypes. In any case, the 
negotiation with these images is never 
univocal and it’s always a conflictive ex- 
perience for the subject. In retrospect, 
we can Say that several successive stig- 
mas have been thrown at the generation 
that emigrated from the village to the city: 
first that of their rural origin, then that of 
living in a housing estate and, in some 
cases, that of having been a barraquista. 
Not surprisingly, since the CICdB History 
Workshop was launched, we have very of- 
ten met people who did not want to speak 
publicly about their past at La Bomba. 


What our proposal to restore the 
memory of the barracas and their role in 
the history of Bellvitge put on the table 
in the context of the commission for the 
commemoration of the neighbourhood’s 
50th anniversary was precisely the con- 
flict surrounding the function of images, 
stories and memory. For part of the work- 
ing group, bringing up the memory of 
the barracas was incompatible with the 
objective of building a positive image of 
Bellvitge that, in a way, compensated for 
decades of stigmatization. 


On many other occasions, the story 
of the barracas and that of the neigh- 
bourhood movements do coincide - they 
are both presented as a story of over- 
coming, either individually or collectively. 
On the one hand, and in general terms, 
this story is based on an idea of progress 
according to which the past was always 
worse than the present, and on the oth- 
er hand, the idea that the historic efforts 
made to overcome hardships justify the 
privilege of enjoying exclusively the im- 
provements and rights won, denying it to 
those who have not had to fight or suffer 
hard enough to deserve them*®. 


8 This is the mechanism by which 
some people in neighbourhoods like Bellvitge 
feel certain grievances towards “new arrivals” 
(migrants just like them) who enjoy the public 
services, like schools or medical centres, that 
they previously had to fight so hard for. 
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The critique of resilient efforts towards 
an idea of individual progress is an 
extremely sensitive ground. How to 
question the future that was dreamed 
of on those nights when the cold was 
entering in the shack? 


True, enphasizing individual progress 
is deeply problematic as long as it is 
keyed by the hegemonic liberal nar- 
rative. What we tried to do (e.g. in our 
Ghetto Got Talent competitions) was 
to foster claiming autonomous values, 
autonomous meanings that would 
contribute to the emergence of coun- 
terpublics, countercultures, alternative 
regimes of meaning production. 


For other people, on the contrary, these 
alleged benefits do not compensate for 
the shame that it involves to reveal certain 
aspects of their history or their origins. 


The stories, the ways of understand- 
ing the world imbued in them, as well as 
the subjectivities that these narratives 
feed, do not rise spontaneously, instead 
they are the result of historical processes 
in which actors with diverse and oppos- 
ing interests participate. In the face of the 
predatory logic of capitalist accumula- 
tion and of the unequal structure of pow- 
er relations that sustains this logic and 
which in turn perpetuates it, one can find 
practices and knowledge that prioritize 
care and the maintenance of life; practic- 
es that build and unfold within the frame- 
work of a moral economy centered 
on use-value and not on exchange 
value; that erase the capitalist and 
patriarchal division between the 
spheres of production and repro- 
duction. These popular practices 
and knowledge have been pro- 
duced and deployed through certain in- 
stitutions, artifacts, rites and habits that 
are their own and that, throughout histo- 
ry, have - depending on the correlation 
of forces between the different social 
classes - been more or less alive. In the 
History Workshop we propose to look for 
the traces of those practices and pop- 
ular knowledge, and at the same time 
we want the workshop itself to become 
a space in which we do new things and 
build new stories that put the commons, 
the maintenance of life, and life itself at 
the center’. 


Bellvitge’s 50th anniversary com- 
memoration gave us a pretext to social- 
ize these concerns and discuss with our 
neighbours how to write our history in or- 
der to understand our present and build 
our future. Formal devices, such as the 
conference, the exhibition or the book, 
legitimized certain voices and stories 
above others preventing the opening of a 
collective and critical debate on the mat- 
ter. Produced from a self-complacent and 
pacifying position and space, this hegem- 
onic story excluded dissident stories and 
prevented the diverse views that make up 
the territory from emerging. The means by 
which we were able to influence this sit- 


” Translator’s note: ‘putting life in the 
centre’ is the direct translation of the phrase 
used here, a more commonly heard mantra in 
English would perhaps be that of putting peo- 
ple before profit. 
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uation was a live role-playing game®: for 
four years we organized, in collaboration 
with neighbours, the times and spaces 
necessary to collectively research, script 
scenes, design characters, build props 
and play in different places. We opened 
a space in the neighbourhood to think 
about our stories, about the hegemonic 
account of the history of the neighbour- 
hood, and we enabled inclusive and plural 
means that allowed us to deconstruct the 
history learned to intuit alternatives and 
divergences that we had lost sight of from 
having been placed outside of the frame- 
work of representation. 


The history of Bellvitge, of the formal 
city, is what led us to look towards the self- 
built housing that, since the beginning of 
the century, rose out of the agricultural 
soil south of Gran Via, LHospitalet. Part 
of this focus has also been on the forms 
of organization from within this informal 
city, social geographies that some have 
insistently tried to erase from our maps. 


Implications 
and alliances, 
strategies 
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Lacho Baji Cali, located in El Gornal, 
is the Roma association of LHospitalet, 
it was created in the 90s by roma women 
from the neighbourhood. Lacho baji cali 
means “the good roma fortune” in calé 
language’. This name is almost the only 
trace of the roma settlements that existed 
to the south of Gran Via, since Lacho Baji 
was the name of the self-built school in La 
Cadena neighbourhood, on the land where 
the Business District of LHospitalet stands 
today. When we began to ask about that 
school, we quickly found ourselves deep 
into an inquiry about these settlements 
and the ways of life linked to them. 


The CICGB (City Interpretation Center 
from the Barraca) has been the instru- 
ment that we have promoted to put into 
play a perspective of the informal city that 
is not limited to the restitution and recog- 
nition of the existence of barraquismo in 
the city. A perspective that understands 


8 http://lafundicio.net/bellvitgerolen- 


vivo/#Acercade 


° A variation of the Romani language 
that is spoken by Roma people in Spain, 
France, Portugal and Brazil. 


and highlights that in this disappearance 
there is the will to erase the knowledge, 
ethics and aesthetics of the shanty towns; 
the models and practices of which chal- 
lenge the core of the formal city. 


Restitution is not channeled through 
a celebratory and nostalgic recognition 
of a past, but instead it problematizes 
amnesia and disappearance, with an ap- 
proach that challenges our present from 
the center of its conflicts. 


The history 
workshop 


The History Workshop begins in 
2016. The workshop tries to build a tem- 
poral and physical space in the neigh- 
bourhoods of Bellvitge and El Gornal to 
think about their history, to be able to 
question some of the stories about these 
neighbourhoods that have been repro- 
duced and transmitted and which ulti- 
mately respond to a pacifying objective”. 

In the very methods of making his- 
tory we have already naturalized extrac- 
tive practices: when popular classes 
meet the figure of the expert, we tend to 
consider ourselves incapable of narrat- 
ing our own stories, of challenging the 
language and the rules that usurp our 
autonomy; incapable of restoring the ca- 
pacity to construct imaginaries that chal- 
lenge dominant discourses. 


The system has been so effective 
that it is common to find people’s con- 
tempt for their own lives: “Why would you 
want me to talk about my life, I’ve never 
done anything important” a neighbour 
tells us. It is also curious the gender bias 
that makes all those practices related to 
the domestic sphere even more invisible. 
“| was just one more, | did what everyone 
did: | was at home with the children.” 


The history workshop takes place on 
a weekly basis, and for a couple of hours 
in the afternoon we meet to share and 
think about what the history of the infor- 
mal city might mean. 


10 The Andean Oral History Workshop 
Qhip nayra ufitasa nayraqatar sarafia (THOA) 
set up in 1983 in Bolivia is one of our refer- 
ence points. The THOA was formed of an in- 
digenous working group that brought togeth- 
er aymara-quichwas and urus researchers 
with the objective of investigating, spreading, 
and revitalizing the culture, history, and iden- 
tity of the indigenous Andean peoples. 
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In our case, people would often feel 
that telling their story would lower them 
even lower on the social echelon. Peo- 
ple would often tell us that remember- 
ing and re-narrating their past is not 
only a traumatic experience, but also 
exposes socially. Invisibility is internal- 
ized as the survival tactics. 


There are days when people come and 
explain their first day at school, or an ac- 
cident that shocked them, they share the 
souvenir of smells, meals, celebrations... 
conversations usually end in the present 
with reflections on where we stand on 
current issues. In the workshop we are 
already a bit of a family, we know each 
other and we welcome newcomers or 
curious visitors who approach us to see 
what we are doing. 


We have been testing several lo- 
cations for our meetings: Gornal Civ- 
ic Center, Bellvitge Cultural Center, 
LaFundicié space in Prado 11, a home for 
elderly people... We have a restless and 
nomadic spirit. Perhaps these spaces 
aren't really able to adapt themselves to 
what the history workshop wants to build. 
Many times the workshop is an invitation 
to go out and meet in the street and for 
a while we thought about the possibil- 
ity of celebrating it in the Friday street 
market of our neighbourhood. On other 
occasions we have been excited about 
the possibility of self-building our bar- 
raca, which would be, among many other 
things, the base for our informal archive, 
a space from which we could restore a 
capacity that has been taken from us, 
that of being able to build our house. 


Ideas keep appearing and when 
there is no possibility of fulfilling them, 
they are shelved for later waiting for the 
moment when their chance will appear. 


History 
Workshop 
Binnacle. 
First notes 


10.30.2015 — first 
day of the History 
workshop 


Last Friday, October 30", we 
launched the history workshop in the La 
Bomba neighbourhood at the Bellvit- 
ge-Gornal Cultural Center. 
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Did you have contradicting stories 
emerging? How did you tackle these? 


The workshop intends to be a meeting 
and discussion place open to all those 
who inhabited the La Bomba neighbour- 
hood to build and preserve their stories, 
as well as to reflect on our present. 


The informal warmth of a communi- 

ty of memory was one of the great 
experiences we learned on applying 
LaFundicio’s methodology of “history 
workshops” about informal neighbor- 
hoods to collectively map the so-called 
‘Chinese neighborhood’ in the eastern 
part of Lisbon. 


In this first meeting, with the help of 
Carmen and Miguel Frit Morales, we have 
tried to locate the streets of the neigh- 
bourhood on a large sheet of paper —first 
with colored post-its that allowed us to 
move and correct as we went along— 
Main street, Vaqueria street, Acequia 
street, Rodamientos street, Trovador 
street and the many nameless corridors 
that connected them. Then, the hous- 
es, shops and families who lived in the 
neighbourhood (marked with pink post- 
its): the Kiko Bar, the school, the church, 
the swings, the grocery store... for some 
families they could only remember their 
nicknames and so we discussed whether 
or not it was appropriate to tag them in 
case someone might feel offended. 


Manuel Dominguez, historian and 
member of the Centre d’Estudis de 
LHospitalet and Jordi Raventés, 
music teacher at an institute in 
Sabadell joined us in this session. 
Manuel was interested in ques- 
tions such as where did people 
from La Bomba go to watch mov- 
ies or to do their shopping? Did 
most people come from the same place 
of origin? Or where did men and women 
from the neighbourhood work? Among 
other things, Jordi, who is interested in 
music, listened attentively to Miguel’s 
explanations about the record collection 
and the record player that he inherited 
from his father, with which they listened 
to music at his house on Vaqueria Street 
and about the radio broadcasts he re- 
membered, such as the Andalusia in 
Catalonia show from radio Miramar. 


Despite the huge presence in the 

city of Lisbon of people from rural 
areas, the national radio (the only one 
that existed in Portugal until the 1974 
revolution) had a clear urban-centric 
programming. An example of this trend 
is related to fado, a type of popular 
song from Lisbon that was broadcast 
in massive doses on the radio between 
the 50s and the 7Os, which ended up 
penetrating the imaginary of many 

of the emigrants who came from the 
Montemuro mountains. 


With yellow post-its we began to col- 
lect some events and topics that would 
appear in the conversation, focusing on 
the 1960s: the floods, the actions of the 
brigade that tore down the houses, the 
Gran Via cut-off led by Father Manel or 
the cold winters. 
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02.03.2016 


Today sitting around the table we 
have Antonio Martin Tejero, Rosita Oso- 
rio, Carmen and Miguel Frit and Narciso 
Osorio. Antonio brought a book about the 
Gornal neighbourhood, in the book there 
is a picture in which he appears with oth- 
er men speaking from a table in some 
sort of assembly, it is one of the moments 
in which La Bomba organized to reclaim 
the right to relocate in some of the apart- 
ments that were being built in the new 
housing district, he opens the book and 
starts speaking. 


eC 


! arrived on my own to Barcelona 
coming from Marinaleda (Seville), | first 
arrived at Arco de Triunfo and a friend 
accompanied me to Urquinaona square 
where the lenders (the then illegal equiv- 
alent to today’s Temporary Employment 
Agencies) gathered, there they would 
hire you to work for 15 pesetas a day, 350 
pesetas a week. 


| settled in the 7th Tarantana street 
(he means Tantarantana street). A couple 
lived in the house, Antonio and his wife’s 
name | don’t recall, with their seven or 
eight children and they rented beds, we 
were 18 people in the apartment, at one 
point a cousin of Antonio Martin arrived 
and since there was no more space left, 
he slept in the rocking chair. 


The business of subletting 
beds and shacks was also a 
characteristic of shantytowns 
in the eastern part of Lisbon. 
Usually the sub-leases were 
controlled by whoever had first 
arrived in the neighborhood, 
who used the circuit of family 
and fellow country people to 
secure “customers” who need- 
ed a roof to sleep. 


A man from Galicia slept under the 
staircase, when he died they found half a 
million pesetas hidden under his hat. 


You showered once a week and there 
were public toilets in La Bordeta and in 
Urquinaona Square. 


Antonio Martin’s wife is called An- 
tonia Pérez, she came to Barcelona to 
serve (to work as a domestic worker) from 
Moreda (Granada). Maids used to go out 
for a short walk on Thursday afternoons 
and on Sundays. 


Antonio and Antonia got married and 
moved to live in Pubillas Casas (LHos- 
pitalet) in the house of Antonia’s single 
brother who lived alone and invited them 
to share a flat in order to save some mon- 
ey to build their own house. 


In 1965 they moved to La Bomba, 
they rented a house off Antonio Escofet 
who lived in Montserrat Avenue in Bar- 
celona and owned several houses in the 
neighbourhood, they paid 150 pesetas a 
month. Later they were to have two chil- 
dren, José Antonio and Mari Carmen. 


[...] 

The priest Manel Rius Buxadera of 
the church of Santa Eulalia, the church of 
Can Pi, and the church of Santa Juana de 
Arco, was a man of left-wing ideals who 
mobilized the neighbourhood, he had a 
girlfriend and in the end he hung up his 
habits and got married. 


Clandestine meetings were held in 
the church, my wife would sit at the door 
to crochet and wait for me. My mother 
did not know about my activities, she was 
very afraid because my father had been in 
a concentration camp and | did not want 
to make her suffer. When the meeting 
ended, the priest would go out to smoke, 
in the darkness of the night, and if there 
was no one in the street, with a stride, he 
would jump and run to my house. 


[J] 


There was an assembly, | don’t re- 
member if | intervened, | was thinking 
about it on my way here, but that’s the 
way memory is and | don’t remember if | 
intervened or not. 

At the end of the assembly, Father 
Manel asked me: “Martin, did you like the 
assembly?”, “—Yes father, yes, but one 
thing, Father Manel, here we are just like 
in America, black people on one side and 
white people on the other and we all have 
to be together, to open one path.” 


| wonder if Father Manel emerged 

as an informal (spiritual) leader in the 
community. | know a similar case in 
Pata Rat, where the pastor (Mr. Mihai) 
became sort of a Moses of the com- 
munity. He could even (selfjappoint 
himself to be the one to talk to the 
Mayor - | don’t know if this ever actually 
happened though. 


To access the barraca, one had to 
transfer their tenancy, el Mafio was mov- 
ing to Bellvitge and wanted to transfer his 
barraca, Pepe told Martin that he could 
lend him the money without interest, it 
was 35,000 pesetas and a down payment 
of 5,000 pesetas. The one who sold him 
the barraca was Francisco Soler. 


In January 1976 Salvador Sanchez- 
Teran moved to Barcelona becoming the 
Civil Governor of the city. 


There is a discussion in the work- 
shop between Rosita Osorio and Martin 
regarding the story of how they mobilized 
to claim the flats. Rosita’s version of the 
story is about three women, including 
herself, who spent days coming and go- 
ing to the town hall and fighting for the 
new flats, facing the jokes of more afflu- 
ent neighbours, who laughed at them, 
“Yes, yes, yes, sure they will give you 
houses.” 


Martin’s version of the story focuses 
onthe men’s clandestine activity, “Where 
were you, women, at night? Weren't at 
home, sleeping?” 

There were different movements, the 
first one being that which relocated the 
members of La Bomba housing cooper- 
ative to Bellvitge in 1967, and the second 
one being that which Martin and Rosita 
talk about which took place in 1976 with 
the transfer to Gornal, where the differ- 
ences among barraquistas emerged: 
there were those who had self-built their 
barracas or were “owners” of their hous- 
es (like Rosita) and those who were ten- 
ants (like Martin). 


Martin explains a meeting with 
the Governor of Barcelona, Salvador 
Sanchez-Teran. The tenants did not 
have their home insured, and they were 
scared to hand over the keys to their 
houses in La Bomba. That day they met 
with the governor to explain the situation, 
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Mercedes Gonzalez, a lawyer from the 
L’Hospitalet city council, attended. 


| asked the governor “do you have 
children?” - The governor said to me 
“Yes.” | said to him, “I’m glad, me too, a 
boy and a girl. And what is going to hap- 
pen to them, now that they have torn 
down half of the barracas, which school 
are they going to go to, how is the neigh- 
bourhood going to be? And what about 
the city council, it won’t give apartments 
to the tenants?” The lawyer said, “That is 
not true.” The governor tapped the table 
and silenced her. 


| was very satisfied. From there we 
went to the city hall and the mayor prom- 
ised that the governor would be asked 
for another batch of 40 houses for the 
tenants. Then | found out that there were 
not 40, that there were 80 apartments 
and that the other 40 were distributed 
them among their own people. One of my 
neighbours, the single sister of the may- 
or’s daughter’s piano teacher, a member 
of the Guardia Civil (police force)... and 
so on. The keys to the apartments were 
given at the town hall. People were told, 
“Whoever does not have money should 
go and ask for it at the Caja del Monte de 
Piedad"” Then on the third floor of the 
town hall they gave the keys. 


Martin describes how he was sweat- 
ing with emotion. He explains how he 
cried with his wife when he entered the 
apartment and saw his two children in 
the bathtub. 


Rosita Osorio explains how a red- 
haired man said to her mother when they 
kicked her out of the first barraca in the 
Sangonera with all her children: “Come 
on, go to La Bomba and look for a bar- 
raca, there is one for sale there”. And he 
gave her directions. 


And so Rosita’s mother went there 
and bought it for 1,000 pesetas. The red- 
haired man from the town hall asked her 
to show it to him. When he saw the two- 
room shack and asked how much she 
had paid, he said to the lady, “Give this 
barraca back and find yourself a block.” 
And that’s what Rosita’s mother did. 


Suddenly, a story about the radio 
anchor Joaquim Soler Serrano appears 
in the conversation. Martin’s wife was 
cleaning in a house where she heard 
the story; it had to do with the money 
collected to support people affected by 
the floods of ‘62, about a mistress and 
the apartment he had set up for her, and 
about some women being trafficked in 
the basements of the El Aguila shop- 
ping mall in Pelayo street. From then on 
Martin would not let his then girlfriend go 
there alone or even try on a bra. 


13.04.2020 


We meet with Miguel and Carmen Frit, 
Marcos and Joaquin, later Ferran arrived. 


Mari Carmen begins to remem- 
ber how she used to wash the dishes at 
La Bomba, the greyhounds that walked 
along the Gran Via, and tries to calculate 
according to the distances between plac- 
es where the location of her former house 


" Charities where the poor could 
get cash by pawning their belongings. 
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would be (the other day, during the route 
there were discrepancies on whether La 
Bomba was actually located where the 
Gran Via 2 shopping center is or not). 


Her estimation is that her house was 
300 meters away from Gran Via; and that 
from her house to the Santa Eulalia Mar- 
ket, where she worked, it took her a 15 
minutes walk. 


It is very interesting how the per- 
ception of spaces and distances is 
neither univocal nor immutable. Do we 
really need to measure and locate with 
precision what is diaphanous in the 
memory? 


The girl who works as a concierge of 
the civic center where we meet is the ex- 
daughter-in-law of la Guarra (the Filthy). 
Paco e/ Largo (the Tall) was the brother of 
la Guarra. Carmen says yes, Miguel dis- 
agrees. 


From the main street you could not 
see the houses, there were wooden fenc- 
es that led to the patios and the houses 
were right at the back. Carmen often 
dreams about that street. 


One of the stories that frequently 
comes up when we are on the main street 
that forks and gives way to Vaqueria 
street on the left and Acequia street on 
the right, is the story of the man who got 
stuck to the telegraph pole that was at 
the entrance. 


"We were kids and those things have 
an impact on children.” 


Miguel remembers how they 
used to climb up the pole, they 
didn’t do it with a ladder but with 
wooden clogs that had blades that 
they jabbed in as they went up the 
lamp post. 


“People have removed many preju- 
dices. Carmen says.” 


Blind Alfredo is also a character that 
keeps appearing. Dolores Frit used to 
take him to the Constelacién cinema” 
and she described the movies for him. 
They said he was an army commander, 
but they don’t know from which side and 
he sold lottery tickets. 


All neighborhoods have their charac- 
ters. For example, Joaquim Ferreira, 

a resident of the so-called ‘Chinese 
neighbourhood’, told us that his deaf 
brother was the shoeshiner of the 
neighborhood and that everyone liked 
him. He ended up being hit by a car 
whose driver ran away and it is still 
unknown who the author was. 


Ferran Vives arrives and brings a 
couple of photos he has taken of a laun- 
dry room and of a support structure that 
was used to hold the pre-fabricated 
modules of the Bellvitge buildings. 


® El Constelacién was a cinema and 
theatre of variety shows that was open in the 
1960s in the neighbourhood of Santa Eulalia 
in L-Hospitalet. The venue regularly offered 
double features and renowned artists such as 
Antonio Molina o Manolo Escobar would be on 
the bill. It was referred to by some neighbours 
as the ‘cinema of the rubbish collectors’. 
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Miguel and Carmen begin to remem- 
ber the animals they had in the house. 
Carmen remembers a horse that fright- 
ened her, and how she used to approach 
him and ask: “Do you love me, little one?” 
And the horse would shake his head with 
a gesture that looked like he nodded. 
Miguel remembers that the donkey’s 
name was Vinegar. 


Marcos asks if they could locate the 
date when they first had television and 
what series or shows they watched. 


Carmen believes that the first thing 
she saw on TV was a Cruyff match. 
Miguel says it was long before that and 
that they watched La Poderosa. They 
bought the TV at the Amplificadores 
Rodriguez store. 


Some of the nicknames in the neigh- 
bourhood came from television referenc- 
es, La Miguelito was named after the Jim 
West series". 


Uncle Aquiles, Captain Tang, Narciso 
Ibafez Serrador and the Stories to keep 
you awake. 


Women bought El Caso newspaper 
and made their groups. Carmen remem- 
bers them talking about sex, “The first 
time you really bleed and it really hurts.” 


05.2016 


This Friday we were joined by Carmen 
and Miguel, their sister Dolores, Ramoni 
and Eva Ruiz, from Acequia street, and 
Conxa Raspall, who lived on Fisica street. 


Ramoni explained that the 
first time she came to La Bomba 
neighbourhood she was on vaca- 
tion at the age of fourteen at her 
aunt’s house, then two years lat- 
er she came back with her sister 
from Linares, with the intention 

of staying. She and Eva each lived in the 
neighbouring houses of the cousins, until 
they convinced their father to travel with 
the rest of the family. Ramoni remembers 
how her father arrived at La Bomba and 
how that very night the neighbours or- 
ganized to help him build a house which 
by the next morning was already part of 
Acequia Street. 


Among the events that mark the his- 
tory of the neighbourhood, the summer 
cinema that they used to set up in front 
of the Canuto bar is often remembered. 
Eva remembered that the movies were 
all scratched but they enjoyed them just 
the same. As a result of life coincidences 
many years later Ramoni found out that 
her husband was the one who smuggled 
the films on to a friend of his from the 
neighbourhood so they could see movies 
at La Bomba. 


Conxa Raspall lived in Fisica street, 


® TV series (1965-1969). 104 epi- 
sodes. Inspired by the success of James 
Bond, Jim West (as it was titled in spanish 
speaking countries) followed the adventures 
of a secret agent and his sidekick in the wild 
west set towards the end of the Civil War 
(1861-1865). James T. West (Robert Conrad) 
and Artemius Gordon (Ross Martin), master 
of disguises have their headquartes in a pri- 
vate train carriage and have at their disposal 
a series of gadgets - very advanced for that 
time - which help them to undertake an array 
of very risky missions at the service of presi- 
dent Ulysses S. Grant. 


between La Bomba and Can Pi. She lo- 
cates the shops and neighbourhoods of 
that area on the map. The research is 
helped by a document from the Munic- 
ipal Archive of LHospitalet from 1969, 
in which there is a list of shops from 
Poligono Pedrosa, with the name of the 
owner, the street and the number of 
workers. The document makes it easi- 
er for us to match with names and sur- 
names some of the people we know by 
their nicknames or to jog our memory 
about those who had been forgotten. 


The Frit Morales family has brought 
their family documents today: the family 
book, the change of in the census from 
Vaqueria street to Poligono Gornal, the 
coupon sales ID of their maternal grand- 
mother and many photographs. 


06.2016 


Miguel Frit arrives around 6:15 pm, a 
little later, his sister Mari Carmen joins us. 
She had sent me a message asking me if 
| thought we could go outside, because 
since it had gone 6 o'clock and no one 
had arrived. 


The issue of going outside is com- 
plicated when people come to the civic 
centre for first time and begin to share 
their history in a more intimate space 
which makes it easier to take care of 
them and their stories. On the street it 
becomes something else, dissemination 
is at stake with a tendency to overflow, 
where many stories can be found and 
shared at the same time. 


Miguel and Carmen start talking 
about the Calvo Sotelo school and the 
eucalyptus tree that was in the yard. 


A man appears in the room, leaves, 
and reappears again a few minutes lat- 
er. “Are you bomberos (from La Bomba)? 
You are too young to be bomberos!” 


The man arrives smiling, full of ener- 
gy and emotion, he comes from Sant Fe- 
liu, his daughter told him that a workshop 
on the history of the Bomba was being 
held and he did not believe it. His name 
is José Maria Cobo. 


José Maria is originally from Grana- 
da, from Torre-Cardela. He arrived at La 
Bomba in March 1952, when he was sev- 
en years old. He lived in La Bomba until 
December ‘55 when they were given the 
keys to an apartment in the Onésimo 
Redondo Blocks in La Florida. In the first 
draw for keys they had no luck, but a sec- 
ond draw was made and that time they 
got the apartment. 


He lived in the blocks until 1983. He 
lived in number 16. He believes that one 
of his neighbours who also came from 
La Bomba must still live in number 17, he 
does not remember his name. 


José Maria remembers his arrival in 
Barcelona. They had an aunt who lived in 
Barcelona, in Borrell street, on the cor- 
ner of Sepulveda street. It took them two 
days to get from the village to their aunt’s 
house, where plenty of people lived, so 
their father went looking here and there 
until he bought the barraca in La Bomba. 


My house was right beside the 
church. | don’t know if you will remember 
Peret. There is an anecdote about how by 
maneuvering with the cart and the hors- 
es, Peret pulled back and collapsed half 
of our barraca. 
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| ask José Maria if he has photos or 
documents from that period. He is sad- 
dened and shares that he does not have 
any pictures and that there is one that he 
remembers and that he would do anything 
to recover it. It’s a picture of his father and 
his brother standing in front of the barraca. 


It was difficult for us to get pictures of 
everyday life in the shantytowns from 
the eastern part of Lisbon. Only two 
people (out of fifteen) managed to find 
some and those we had access to 
were provided by a local housing coop- 
erative and a private foundation. 


| remember an image of my father, hold- 
ing my brother’s hand in front of the en- 
trance to the barraca, what | would give to 
have that photograph! 


He begins to remember a story, the 
story has to do with a can of condensed 
milk. 


When you had a condensed milk can 
it was a treasure. So you bought 20 cents 
of carbide. You put water and carbide and 
buried it in the ground. Then the gas would 
come out and that would fly about 15 or 20 
centimeters. My 4-year-old brother did it, 
it flew off and he split his lip. 


Jose Maria’s sister, Carmen Cobo, 
married another neighbour of the neigh- 
bourhood, Daniel Cuello. The Cuello fam- 
ily is perhaps remembered for an acci- 
dent. Blasinda Cuello, Daniel’s sister, had 
a 3- or 4-year-old boy who, while stand- 
ing at the entrance to the Vitoria cinema, 
was hit by a truck. 


José Maria looks at the map that 
we have on the table, tries to locate his 
house and recognizes some of the plac- 
es. He points to the Canuto bar and re- 
calls the water pump. He begins to re- 
member a moment that had a big impact 
on him, in front of Mr. Daniel’s store, on 
a small square with another water pump. 


There was a little barraca and a very 
little lady who was pregnant and who al- 
ready had two or three children. She was 
at the door when some gentlemen arrived 
- | do not know if they were from the ad- 
ministration or not, | guess they were, but 
they did not come by official mandate, 
they came to extort money from her by 
threatening to demolish the barraca. At 
this point, Mr Daniel went out into the 
street with a knife in his hand and they left. 


José Maria goes back to the map. 
When he was in La Bomba, 


The church was a hut, come on it 
was not a church, masses were held in 
the street. Socorro’s barraca was where 
the church was, she was a widow, she 
worked cleaning the subway and she had 
several children: Tobalina, who was the 
oldest, Antonio, Miguel, Ricardo... 


In 56 there was only one water pump 
in the neighbourhood, they went to fetch 
water from Santa Eulalia, in Aprestado- 
ra street. And for bread over to Moderna 
Street. José Maria saw how they tried to 
make a water pump in the neighbourhood. 


I've seen that, it was a tripod and a cyl- 
inder about 23 or 25 centimeters thick, an 
iron tube and a perforated metallic sheet 
that stuck into the ground and began to 
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drill and rotate so that the water came out. 
The one he saw being made didn’t work. 


Trying to remember his house num- 
ber, he remembers the address that ap- 
peared on the letters: La Bomba, contin- 
uation of Pareto street, 16. 


Antonio Villegas arrives, today he has 
to leave early because his father-in-law is 
in hospital. He brings a text he has written 
about his story at La Bomba. Talking about 
water, he explains how they watered the 
garden: at night they took out a hose and 
they watered when everyone was asleep. 


Carmen Frit talks about her uncle Pa- 
co’s wardrobe, a wardrobe that when you 
opened it, it was full of photos of artists 
from the cinema E/ Constelacion. 


José Maria brings up the subject 
of comics, he talks about Diego Valor", 
who was very successful and was based 
on a broadcast radio show. On the radio 
schedule they first broadcast Cascabel 
followed by Diego Valor. He begins to re- 
member the music in the show, “It was 
classical music, it was amazing!” - And 
he starts humming it. 


The barraca 


We could say that the construction 
of one’s own house is, precisely, the 
most characteristic cultural practice of 
the informal city. In La Bomba this was 
always a collective act: usually, family 
members or neighbours from the same 
place of origin who had already settled 
in the neighbourhood would help in the 
construction. On many occasions the 
houses were built at night to prevent the 
police from stopping the work. Once the 
walls were erected and a precarious roof 
was placed —usually made of sheets of 
asbestos and asphalt cloth supported by 
the weight of some stones— it was rare 
for the authorities to evict the occupants 
and demolish the barraca. 


It was exactly what happened in the 
shantytowns of Lisbon: if someone was 
housed, the police no longer evicted 
them. For this reason, shacks were 
often built at night and only with a 
mattress inside so that their use could 
be proved. 


According to UN-Habitat, in 2016 
one out of eight people on the planet 
lived in informal settlements”. 


% Diego Valor was a radio series 
broadcast on the network SER from the end of 
1953 until 1958, and which was then adapted 
into a comic (1954-58). It was also inspired by 
the english comic book Dan Dare - Pilot of the 
Future. 


%® _https://unhabitat.org/slum-alma- 
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In the Pata Rat ghetto over 80% of its 
inhabitants got there as a result of an 
eviction. They were mostly city-dwell- 
ers who were pushed beyond the edge 
of the (visible) society. Their informal 
economies are just a part of a parallel 
social construct, an alternative social 
consciousness and reality. This (we 
hope) can be fostered into becoming 
the backbone of emancipatory, auton- 
omous action. 


Around the world, the self-construction 
of one’s own home is today, as it was dur- 
ing the first half of the 20" century in the 
urban peripheries of cities such as Ma- 
drid and Barcelona, one of the ways if not 
the main one, in which many people lack- 
ing economic resources (most of them 
migrants from rural areas) can secure 
their access to this basic necessity. It 
goes without saying that the existence of 
informal settlements is historically linked 
to the impoverishment of the peasantry 
and ‘popular classes’. Informal settle- 
ments very often lack the minimum con- 
ditions of habitability: running water, sew- 
age, thermal insulation in the houses... 
However, where the communities of set- 
tlers have consolidated forms of collec- 
tive organization and economies —for- 
mal or informal— this has enabled them 
to resist measures which, under a pretext 
of sanitation or hygiene, try to expel the 
inhabitants of informal settlements. In 
these instances settlers have been able 
to introduce gradual improvements and 
reach levels of habitability comparable to 
those of the formal city. To a cer- 
tain extent this has been the case 
in neighbourhoods such as La 
Bomba. For this reason many res- 
idents of these neighbourhoods 
do not refer to their former home 
as a barraca, but as a house. 


However, beyond the material condi- 
tions of existence that can be achieved 
in informal settlements, in these neigh- 
bourhoods we can also find constructive 
practices and ways of making a city that 
planned cities have lost, especially re- 
garding the possibility for its inhabitants 
to autonomously make decisions about 
the built environment itself and to modify 
it based on the community’s own needs. 


In 2017 the Municipality of Buenos 
Aires hired the Danish architectural firm 
Gehl to help redesign Villa 31, one of the 
best-known informal settlements in the 
Argentine metropolis. Fabian Dejtiar, a 
member of Gehl, writes in an article titled 
The Paradox of Embracing Informality’*: 


Villa 31 is one of the most inter- 
esting and vibrant neighbour- 
hoods in Buenos Aires. It has 

the granularity and scale of the 
medieval settlements that tour- 
ists go to visit in places like Siena, 
Italy. It has the kind of street life 
with children running and playing, 
which cities like New York or Mel- 
bourne aspire to achieve through 
Play Streets initiatives - in which 
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6  https://nextcity.org/features/view/ 
embracing-the-paradox-of-planning-for-in- 
formality?utm_medium=website&utm_ 
source=plataformaarquitectura.cl 


streets are closed to traffic for 
defined periods to open them up 
to the community and promote 
physical activity. With the streets 
full of cyclists and pedestrians, 
the town has a modal division 
closer to that of Copenhagen and 
other cities at the forefront of 
transportation solutions than that 
of other Buenos Aires neighbour- 
hoods. 


In the CICdB we have always been 
very careful not to idealize these charac- 
teristics, as expressed in that same arti- 
cle by Fabian Dejtiar: 


Strategically located next to the 
capital’s wealthiest neighbour- 
hood, Villa 31 is a painful reminder 
of the profound socioeconomic 
disparity in Argentina. 


The same can be said regarding in- 
formal settlements in the city of Barcelo- 
na, from the early twentieth century until, 
let us not forget, nowadays. 


The idea of building a barraca as the 
headquarters of the CICdB has been 
there right from the start of the project. 
We conceive of it as an example of archi- 
tectural and urban planning technologies 
(in terms of construction, planning per- 
missions, as well as architecture) in order 
to explore and develop the potential of 
informality in the construction of space 
and in the citizen's exercise of the right to 
the city. Furthermore it would operate as 
a social space that restores cultural prac- 
tices and the forms of self-organization 
characteristic of the informal city. 


In Pata Rat, the State controls (and 
won't let go) every single square metre 
of land that private owners won't lease 
to the patarat-ans, and they have no 
means to buy land. And yet, for 4 years 
we would have the “Little House on the 
Hill” - a community centre build exclu- 
sively from public donations, guerrilla 
architecture - style. The key to elude 
the building being demolished was 
extremely favourable public attention. | 
guess the city hall did the arithmetics: 
in terms of political gain, it was simply 
not worth demolishing. 


Features such as the ability to adapt 
the built space to the evolution of chang- 
ing needs in its uses and programs, 
through “soft” and reversible construc- 
tion techniques; the reuse of materials 
and the use of simple construction tech- 
niques that reduce the environmental 
and economic cost of the building; or di- 
rect participation in the design and con- 
struction of the space so that community 
ties are strengthened and a democratic 
space for decision-making is opened. 


We imagine the CICdB headquar- 
ters as a social and cultural space man- 
aged by the residents of the old barra- 
cas neighbourhoods with the support of 
LaFundicid6, open to the community and 
their need for social spaces, aimed at 
restoring the memory of the barraquis- 
tas but also to the production of prac- 
tices and contemporary thinking about 
the city. An architectural program that 
includes not only the building itself but 
its surroundings as well, conceived as a 
public space in which typical practices of 
the barracas such as urban farms, com- 
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munity gardens and other outdoor lei- 
sure activities can be developed. 


There seems to be a certain conceptual 
paradox between the informality of the 
shantytowns and the use of an “archi- 
tectural program” that tries to emulate 
what was essentially spontaneous. 


At the same time, we imagine the kitch- 
en as a central space that articulates the 
social life of the building, putting care 
work at the center of community life and 
integrating the domestic, productive and 
community spaces in a similar way to as 
is done in the barracas or in rural vernac- 
ular architecture. 


The informal 
archive of the 
CICdB 


Along this path, we have set out to 
think about an archive of the informal 
city”, a project that Jorge Blasco has 
joined by contributing with his perspec- 
tive as an “amateur archivist” (in the 
neighbourhood he has been nicknamed 
“the filing cabinet”). Insofar as the ar- 
chive is an intrinsically formal device, it 
constitutes a structural element of the 
formal city; so the idea of an informal ar- 
chive refers us to the oxymoron of “de- 
caffeinated coffee”. So we ask ourselves: 
What are the informal ways of preserving 
and looking after these histories? Why do 
we need a table of classifications, files 
or categories that define and hierarchize 
content and limit the community’s ac- 
cess to sources of knowledge? What is 
the form of the informal? 


The History Workshop develops 
a slow process of deconstruction and 
exploration; some people come to the 
workshop to give us materials or stories, 


” In 2011 the contemporary art cura- 
tor and researcher Oriol Fontdevila and the 
archive team at the Antoni Tapies Foundation 
invited us to participate in the project Prototi- 
pos en céddigo abierto (Open source proto- 
types). They were interested in establishing 
new connections with ‘audiences’ through 
creating open access to the exhibition ar- 
chives. This led us to question the format 
of the archive and its capacity to legitimize 
power. In 2015, as part of the activities of the 
History Workshop, the seminar Doing things 
with documents was proposed with resourc- 
es from the project Performing the Museum 
initiated by the Antoni Tapies Foundation in 
conjunction with The KoroSka Gallery of Fine 
Arts and the Contemporary Art Museum of 
Vojvodina. 
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placing us in the position of custodian. 
In general, these are archetypal stories, 
which are invariably repeated: “We got 
here or there, we went through many 
hardships but we were also very happy, 
we fought and got our apartments”; but 
they also hide desires and doubts that do 
not find their place in that “official” ac- 
count. Over the course of the sessions, 
those stories have been deformed week 
by week, and they cleared other paths, 
other stories, that remained hidden un- 
der common places. The History Work- 
shop has gradually become a place in the 
neighbourhood in which to think about all 
this and bring about other scaffolding to 
support other types of stories. 


The archive is not, it happens 


The protocols of the archive are per- 
ceived as a natural fact, as something that 
cannot be otherwise, however, these pro- 
tocols have been historically constructed 
and are the result of a struggle between 
different social groups to impose their 
own ways of preserving memory. The ar- 
chive happens in a specific way: its pro- 
tocols determine the possibilities of doing 
one thing or another with the documents, 
as well as the fact that the documents 
themselves “do one thing or another”, 
which can affect and be affected. 


By definition, an archive is an organ- 
ized repository of ‘things’. We must 
legitimately question the forms of 
organization and access, but it would 
be paradoxical to create cataloging 
logics that deliberately made it more 
difficult (and not easier) to find a ‘thil 
among many. 


Why do we keep documents, 
and why do we keep them that 
way? Who keeps them? 


When we have looked into the herit- 
age of the families from La Bomba, when 
we have visited the Municipal Archive or 
that of Caritas Diocesana, we have been 
surprised both by the way in which we 
should approach the documents, and by 
the objects that found their way to the ar- 
chives. Why select to keep those docu- 
ments and not others? 


In the Municipal Archive of LHos- 
pitalet there are few documents about 
La Bomba, a scant collection of photo- 
graphs of the mayor’s visit to the neigh- 
bourhood in 1975, four or five images of 
the draw for the first houses in ‘56 and 
some of when a Bishop came to visit. 
To be able to see them, you must make 
an appointment with Pepa (the archivist) 
explaining the reason of your visit, fill in 
a form and, in the case of wanting to re- 
produce them, assume the cost when- 
ever the authorship status allows it. To 
make use of the images, it is mandatory 
to fill out a second form stating the rea- 
son for their publication. Similarly, in the 
Caritas archive, whose archivist is called 
Sherezade, it is necessary to request ac- 
cess by email to the archive as well as a 
list of the documents that you want to ac- 
cess, according to what you think might 
be kept there. Sitting in front of her in a 
small room, the archivist provides us 
with papers and folders with reports from 
social workers about the settlements of 
Can Pi, La Cadena or La Bomba. A list of 
the families, names and surnames and 
their addresses that was drawn up prior 
to the last draw for homes in the Poligono 
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Gornal. Sherezade begins to place strips 
of posits on each of the names, as due to 
data protection we cannot see them. We 
don’t really need to read them anyway 
because we already know most of them, 
like that of Francesca Vintré the social 
worker, and although we tell Sherezade 
she continues to put pieces of paper on 
to cover her name. The pieces of paper 
are also half transparent. The Caritas ar- 
chive is still in the process of being made 
public. Their protocol is not clear and we 
can get them to photocopy some doc- 
uments as long as we fill out and sign 
again some commitment forms about 
privacy and data use. 


By chance, inside a folder of the Can 
Serra neighbourhood, we found sever- 
al neighbourhood bulletins, posters and 
leaflets from LHospitalet campaign- 
ing for mutual aid and self-organization 
in the 60s and 7Os. Beyond what older 
people remember there is hardly any 
memory left of that historical moment in 
the neighbourhood today. We had never 
seen the images. 


There is no sense in the fact that 
these papers, whose objective was to be 
mass produced and passed from hand 
to hand through the streets and between 
neighbours, were now put in folders, cat- 
aloged, hidden and far from the commu- 
nity that endowed them with meaning. 
Who saves and for what? We assume 
that neighbourhoods are spaces of care. 
We also intuit that perhaps archives 
keep, or maybe even hide and deactivate 
the protected documents under the pre- 
text of their preservation. 


Things are cared for in neigh- 
bourhoods, objects that are linked 
to ways of doing things. These 
objects activate such memories 
and contribute to problematize 
the notion of loss. Preventing the 

photo from deteriorating does not matter 
so much as constructing the moments 
through thinking about what that photo 
represents. 


Approaching an archive is usually an 
individual act. One by one, alone with the 
documents and under the surveillance 
of the archivist. This is how the query 
occurs. Through its forms and in its pro- 
tocols, the archive refuses to make com- 
munity. That is why we believe that there 
is a misunderstanding with the question 
of universal access. The archive occurs, 
and with this particular way of occurring, 
it denies multiple appropriations by the 
communities, even to those communi- 
ties who are directly linked with the docu- 
ments preserved by the archive. 


The document is a trace, and leaving 
a trace is a privilege. On many occasions 
erasing their tracks has been a survival 
strategy for the popular classes. 


Pedro Casermeiro says that for Roma 
people resorting to writing is a sign of 
“mental weakness”, that us, Payos, have 
to write to remember things. Suddenly he 
has turned the tables on us and orality re- 
stores the agency of subaltern subjects. 


Narciso came to the history workshop 
to share and reconstruct one of the erased 
pieces of his history: his grandfather was a 
communist, he was imprisoned after the 
war and they spared his life in exchange 
for leaving his town empty handed. He ar- 
rived in the neighbourhood of La Bomba. 
His grandmother mother destroyed any 
revealing documentation that could iden- 
tify them and out of fear she always avoid- 


ed talking about the subject at home. 


In the history workshop Narciso, his 
uncle Pepe, Carmen and Miguel, Angela 
and their sisters are reweaving the fabric 
that had been torn apart. 


One of the recurring debates in our 
process of making archive has to do with 
the question of the digital, the digitiza- 
tion of documents and access via online 
platforms. We can say that digitization 
and online platforms that talk about free 
access are similar to the archival device. 
Publishing open documents on online 
platforms does not guarantee any con- 
text is given or that a community is pres- 
ent that takes care of them and can relate 
them to specific ways of doing things. As- 
suming that we all have the same access 
to understand and use these platforms 
is unrealistic. Furthermore, to omit that 
documents are linked to forms of circula- 
tion that provide them with meaning and 
value is equivalent to losing sight of the 
reasons why we preserve them. 


! understand these concerns. | don’t 
want to be cynical. We can take all 
precautions, creating safe spaces 
and everything. But the tens if not 
hundreds of trials and errors, quar- 
rels and traumas do contribute to the 
self-teaching, self-learning process in 
the community. 


At this point, we always remember 
that Paco Candel wrote a book, Where 
the city changes its name, in which he 
recounts the gossip from the residents 
of the cheap houses and the informal 
neighbourhoods of Montjuic. There is a 
lot of controversy about the author and 
the stories he narrates. Shortly after, he 
published What a mess! a second book 
in which he recounts the fuss that his first 
novel generated and the retaliations he 
faced for the gesture of telling things he 
shouldn't have told. At one point the writ- 
er wonders why there was the discomfort 
that there was if the entire neighbour- 
hood already knew what he was explain- 
ing. Yes, the whole neighbourhood knew 
it, but the neighbourhood also knew the 
codes that came with all that information. 
By the time the book reached the gener- 
al public stories moved away from the 
value and care system within which the 
neighbourhood organized its knowledge. 
When the book is published the stories 
it contains are decontextualized and the 
writer’s neighbours become an exotic 
other. 


No archive has produced any field 
or any category to collect these ways of 
functioning of human groups, because 
those ways are not static, they are nego- 
tiated and mutating on a daily basis. 


In the history workshop, the nick- 
names of the neighbours come and go 
in conversations, but when you have to 
write about one of them, you choose the 
first name and the surname. Many things 
can be said but not written. 


With Jorge Blasco we discussed a 
lot about making an archive and how to 
do it. We contacted Jorge because of his 
participation in the Territorio Archivo pro- 
ject of Fundacién Cerezales Antonino y 
Cinia. We recognize ourselves in many of 
the gestures that were proposed in that 
project to highlight the stories of the in- 
habitants of small rural areas of Le6én in 
which each family became the domestic 
custodian of a collective heritage. The 
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images from the personal files, which 
had been collected house by house, were 
accompanied on the project’s website by 
sound recordings where the custodians 
explained what could be seen in the pic- 
tures. In Cerezales, as in many other rural 
areas, filandones were common: meet- 
ings where rural neighbours, mainly the 
women, would get together in the kitch- 
ens at the end of the day to carry out man- 
ual tasks, usually related with textile tasks, 
cooking, eating, drinking and telling and 
sharing stories. Territorio Archivo set out 
to recover this practice by collectivizing 
the pictures from different family albums 
on a table to trigger conversations. 


On many occasions we have refused 
to follow the established ways of making 
archives. 


Our tactics was twofold: either 
maintain memories as organic and 
un-transcoded as possible, or really 
hardcore metamorphose them - so 
that the intervention becomes obvious. 
One example would be our Haikus 
from the Ghetto - in which we worked 
together with Pata Rat youth to write 
traditional japanese poems. Later 
these were broadcast on local radio 
stations. 


When Jorge Blasco puts the categories 
and the classification chart on the table, 
disagreement emerges like between wa- 
ter and oil. One of the strategies that we 
can deploy is to modify the fields of the 
classification charts. This is a poetic ges- 
ture that questions the objectivity that 
the archive presupposes, but it is also a 
way of adapting our archive to the con- 
ceptual framework and the characteristic 
forms of enunciation of the informal city. 
As an example, our classification chart 
lacks the Author field, we are not interest- 
ed in it, we do not want to reproduce that 
logic, we do not need to know who signed 
or wrote this or that text or who pressed 
the button of the camera. Jorge insists 
that this should appear at least under the 
Others category. But no, we haven't in- 
cluded it. In the end, our archive wants to 
emphasize care over authorship, making 
visible the figure of the caregivers, those 
people who kept in a biscuit tin or in a 
shoe box, in an album or in a drawer the 
documents that are part of a collective 
heritage that some have tried to erase. In 
our archive, what matters is not so much 
the objects or documents, but the things 
to which those objects were linked; those 
disappearing ways of being in the world. 
The act of caring, while doing, is what has 
endured, the echo in the present of a sys- 
tem of values that questions and chal- 
lenges the extractive practices and the 
misleading notion of development where 
the world is moved by capital. 


In our classification chart the fields 
that must be filled in are: Ways of doing 
in which something remains and Com- 
munity of meaning. 


Going back to the question of digiti- 
zation, it should be said that part of our 
archive materializes on an online plat- 
form. According to what has been said, 
documents cannot be consulted from 
that platform, what we share are the ways 
in which we try to hack the archive itself, 
as a device. This is the reason why, in or- 
der to access the archive, it is necessary 
to request it from the History Workshop 
and, in a way, become a part of that com- 
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munity that provides the document with 
its meaning. 


For each archiving (or non-archiving) 
strategy one can find a thousand moti- 
vations, advantages and disadvantages, 
therefore the decision and the argu- 
ments to implement an archive in one 
way or another is essentially personal 
(we could say egocentric). In this sense, 
the common value of an archive and its 
“doings” will only be evident over time. 
So much can happen, so many unex- 
pected uses, so many random events, 
so many misinterpretations... 


All images and documents are re- 
produced and kept in the workshop cab- 
inet, unsorted. On Thursday afternoons 
they cover the table and spark conversa- 
tions. At the end of the afternoon, once 
we have finished, they are collected and 
randomly placed in one of the boxes in 
which they were. On the days we decide 
to go out, we put letters, photographs, 
drawings, newspaper clippings on a ta- 
ble... The neighbours who pass by stand 
curious, take the documents, look at 
them, ask questions, sit down and talk to 
us and wait for other neighbours to join 
and share their stories with them. 


Routes and 
walks. 
Walking 
over the 
remains 


One of the practices, of the ways of 
doing, with which we have tried to restore 
the memory of the informal city has been 
to walk. Strolling in search of traces; 
sedimented and stratified remains in the 
territory, traces that allow different read- 
ings of the landscape. We have walked 
assiduously through the landscape of 
what today is L’Hospitalet’s business 
district. There are often only a few of us 
doing these walks, sometimes sponta- 
neously organized and without prior no- 
tice. But on other occasions these walks 
take on a more public dimension and we 
invite people to join us and add new lay- 
ers of reading about the territory, helping 
us to add complexity to those memories 
of the informal city and to activate such 
memories to form the present. This was 
the case with the Bubbles and Commis- 
sions Route where journalist Rafa Bur- 
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gos’ guided us through Plaga Europa, 
epicenter of LHospitalet’s business dis- 
trict, which was built right on the site that 
was occupied by the popular neighbour- 
hoods of La Bomba, Can Pi, La Cadena 
and La Sangonera. The business district, 
which includes hotels, offices, shop- 
ping malls and the Gran Via fairground 
of Fira Barcelona, is a clear example of 
the transformations caused by the real 
estate bubble of the early 2000s across 
the urban peripheries. Its location is not 
the only relationship that exists between 
the barraca neighbourhoods and the 
current landscape of towers with glazed 
fagades and buildings designed by star 
architects; there is a deeper connection 
that tells us about how the land went 
from being a precious asset for its use 
value (mainly residential and agricultur- 
al) to being just another asset in finan- 
cial markets and global accumulation 
circuits. 


Walking has gradually become some 
kind of a ritual. The first few times we 
walked around trying to locate the slums 
of La Bomba, La Cadena or Can Pi in 
the new business district we went back 
and forth arguing, looking for clues that 
were not there. The height and width of 
the Gran Via had changed; the layout of 
streets that crossed it diagonally follow- 
ing the course of the ditches had been 
replaced by an orthogonal pattern, the 
sea in the background had disappeared. 


Mercedes was looking for a palm tree 
that grew in her schoolyard. We found a 
palm tree. In front of a red hotel, the Hotel 
Porta Fira, there is a palm tree; Mercedes 

says this is the one she was look- 
ing for and we choose to agree, as 
a way to counter distress. 


We also wander through Gran 
Via 2, a shopping mall opened in 
2002, whose decoration is_in- 
spired by the Trafford Center in Man- 
chester. As the press explained at the 
time, the marble of its neoclassical col- 
umns had been brought from India and 
its lamps, of Italian inspiration, had been 
made by hand by English artisans. Miguel 
Frit decided that his barraca was located 
where the Swarovski store stands today. 
Miguel was born at home, so when we do 
these public walks he explains that he 
was born in the Swarovski store. 


Another day we walked together 
with Ramon and Mercedes, siblings who 
lived in La Cadena, in search of the ge- 
ography of that neighbourhood locat- 
ed next to the settlements. We leave 
Poligono Gornal crossing the Gran Via 
road, following almost imperceptible 
tracks to reveal the remains and mem- 
ories of the place. We sneaked into a 
fenced lot that Ramon felt might be the 
place, in front of where the Caballito 
Blanco” had been. We walked among 


8 Author of books such as Crema 
Catalana and La Casta. Quienes son y c6mo 
actuan. 


«The Fiesta Mayor of the Can Pi 
neighbourhood is in full swing. The pop- 
ular district of the rubbish collectors is 
home to an authentic sporting communi- 
ty and an eminent centre for cycling en- 
thusiasts. The «Caballito Blanco» (White 
Horse) bar is the acknowledged epicen- 
tre of everything sporty and its Land- 
lady, the friendly sefora Ceferina is the 
«mother» of everyone. Her doors are al- 


the undergrowth through a large space 
at a lower level than the surrounding 
pavement, looking for traces of the old 
streets. At one point we were able to 
identify some remains, some tiles that, 
as we followed them led us to some long 
vines that could only have grown beside 
a wall. Each small clue enlightened our 
day, and for a moment opened the pos- 
sibility of recognizing and bringing back 
to the surface this blurred landscape. 


CICdB 
bulletins 


The CICdB bulletins are periodical 
publications that collect the stories of the 
disappeared barraca neighbourhoods 
written by their protagonists. 


With the edition of the bulletins, the 
neighbours have become researchers of 
their own life stories: rescuing birth cer- 
tificates, maternity records, death sen- 
tences... researching through the church 
archives and through the municipal ar- 
chives of the villages of origin of their 
parents and grandparents. They have 
written their stories outside of the histori- 
ographic canon, the writing process has 
become a community activity and not an 
individual and solitary one. These investi- 
gations have been socialized in the pres- 
entations of the bulletins or in meetings 
such as La Sardinada. 


The 
Sardinada 


ways open, she supports all the sporting 
events and, naturally, is involved in all the 
organisations. She loves bicycle sports 
and so because of this the president of 
the A.C. Marina, Benito Costas, has a 
great ally in Sefiora Ceferina.» Excerpt 
from a story that appeared in the July 
18, 1957 edition of El Mundo Deportivo, 
signed by J. N. T. 
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On Sunday, July 2, 2017, the first Sar- 
dinada took place on the football pitch of 
the Unién Deportiva Gornal (LU Hospitalet), 
an activity organized collectively by the 
participants in the CICdB and LaFundici6 
history workshop, and all the former 
neighbours of La Bomba, Can Pi, La Ca- 
dena and La Sangonera were invited. The 
event was repeated in two new editions 
on June 30, 2018 and July 6, 2019. 


La Sardinada is a moment of reunion, 
in which everyone is invited to eat and 
drink in an act of celebration, but also to 
contribute with testimonies, memories, 
photos and other documents for the future 
CICGB archive. In the different editions, 
the map of the neighbourhoods in which 
the History Workshop has been working 
since its beginning has been shared and 
worked on, interviews have been con- 
ducted and new proposals from the His- 
tory Workshop have been socialized. 


Both La Sardinada and the History 
Workshop themselves cannot be under- 
stood as “vessels” of information for our 
use, but rather as spaces for neighbour- 
hood self-organization and collective 
creation. 


Rromano 
Kidipen 


The Roma community of LHospitalet 
has only approached the History Work- 
shop on specific occasions. We asked 
ourselves why the workshop space was 
uncomfortable for some people and what 
other ways to make history, to challenge 
our present, and to build contemporary 
thinking from our neighbourhoods we 
should put into practice. 


The Rromano kidipen (“Roma gath- 
ering” in Roma language) has been pro- 
gressively taking shape out of conver- 
sations in which, first and foremost, a 
common framework was agreed. We set 
out to trace the traces of the presence 
of the Roma community in the informal 
settlements south of Gran Via. Exploring 
those past forms of resistance and see- 
ing how they are still alive in the present 
as a kind of imprint on the bodies. All 
of which in order to build new learning 
frameworks, stories and possibilities and 
reactivate ways doing that respect the 
worldview of the community. 

Lacho Baji?° was the title of the ac- 
tion-walk developed in collaboration with 
the association Lacho Baji Cali within the 


20 LaFundici6. (2014). Lacho baji. 
http://lafundicio.net/blog/2014/11/26/ 
lacho-baji 
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framework of The Sun at night time”', an 
event somewhere in between the festival, 
the exhibition and the seminar, organized 
by Pedro G. Romero at the MACBA. This 
was a first experience that allowed us to 
explore the possibilities and frictions that 
occur in the encounter with the artistic 
institution. Previously, within the frame- 
work of our proposal for the cycle of ex- 
hibitions Preventive Archeology curated 
by Oriol Fontdevila at Espai 13 of the Fun- 
dacié Joan Mird in 2013, we organized a 
series of film screenings and debates 
entitled The won city, the lost city at the 
Institut Bellvitge. We screened, among 
others, the film Gitano sin romancero, 
by Lloreng Soler (1976) and held debates 
about the construction of our habitats. 


Research and creation processes 
such as those that Lacho Baji Cali and 
LaFundicié have sustained in the territo- 
ry tend to overwhelm institutional capac- 
ities and resources, as well as the forms 
of visibility that an arts center usually 
recognizes. But in our territories there is 
no audience or creators, but a way of do- 
ing inserted into everyday life. Research 
and its socialization in a public space 
(the Rromano kidipen) are a continuum, 
which can only be perceived separately 
from outside the situation, from the artis- 
tic institution. 


One of the resistance strategies 
employed by the Roma community of 
Bellvitge and El Gornal against the colo- 
nization of their ways of thinking, feeling 
and being in the world, has been to nur- 
ture and emphasize the distinction be- 
tween Payos and Roma. 


It is perhaps a little problematic 
that a process of ‘discrimination’ 
between ‘us and them’ can be 
considered a legitimate resist- 
ance Strategy. 


Indeed so. “Expert language” is a major 
turnoff for the community - but also 

a way of maintaining walls and social 
hierarchies. | remember a quote from 
writer Kurt Vonnegut - “anybody who 
can’t explain what he works to a 4 year 
old is a charlatan”. Now this does not 
mean professional lingo has got to go. 
It means that arties bear the responsa- 
bility of co-creating and co-maintaining 
communication channels - as pipes in 
the larger “economy of meaning” - and 
have this work as tools of empower- 
ment and emancipation. 


This Payo / Roma binary has strained 
the entire process when giving shape to 
its material results. Sometimes the limits 
have been set from LaFundiciéd, some- 
times from Lacho Baji Cali. This work from 
two different positions has combined acts 
of resistance and acts of reproduction. 

One of the material results of the 
planned process was the editing of a 
fanzine that finally turned into a series 


21 http://www.macba.cat/ __es/nit-fla- 
menca/1/actividades/activ 
- See http://lafundicio.net/ 


blog/2014/04/24/algunas-reflexiones-so- 
bre-el-ciclo-la-ciudad-ganada-la-ciu- 
dad-per-_ dida/_ y __ hittp://lafundicio.net/ 
blog/2014/03/26/la-ciudad-ganada-la-ciu- 
dad-perdida/ 
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of posters. The preparation of the con- 
tents was done along with Lacho Baji Cali, 
LaFundici6 took care of the graphic design 
and the illustration was commissioned to 
the cartoonist Marcos Prior. Lacho Baji 
Cali questioned the fanzine format and 
Marcos Prior’s authority to represent 
them, while at LaFundici6d we constantly 
tried to deconstruct the mechanisms that 
naturalize the common places from which 
we speak. From Lacho Baji Cali the pos- 
sibility of writing the history of the Roma 
people in LHospitalet was raised, making 
use of the hegemonic historiographical 
forms, that is: the book written in expert 
language, the construction of a true ac- 
count supported by sources and docu- 
ments. We, on our side, tried to problem- 
atize this option and ask ourselves where 
were the daily life stories, the orality and 
the ordinary chores that have preserved 
a part of the Roma worldview, and which 
confront the universes of Eurocentric and 
capitalistic logic. 

At one point it turned out that the 
poster format could reconcile positions: 
on one side of the poster, Marcos Prior’s 
drawings in relation to four ideas (Land- 
scape, School, Struggles and Baskets); 
on the reverse, an invocation of the orali- 
ty that shelters and preserves other epis- 
temic forms and shows the traces of the 
documents that we had found. There is 
a constant game between what Roma 
people share or hide with Payos. The fear 
of losing their idiosyncrasy when showing 
it is very present in Roma people, as well 
as the power derived from the knowing 
that only the community possesses this 
knowledge. In language this double en- 

tendre occurs when shared codes 
and recognizable rules are activat- 
ed only for the Roma community. 
Romany is shown as the language 
in which the different languag- 
es of the Roma people converge 
and standardize. Its Iberian variant, cald, 
moves in the shadows. Spanish or Cat- 
alan unawarely borrow words from Cal6: 
paripé, chaval, molar, camelar, chachi... 
Cal6 appears in Spanish and Catalan 
as colloquial slang, forming part of the 
so-called vulgar language. Perhaps be- 
cause since its known origin (around the 
15th century) it was a persecuted lan- 
guage”, the Roma have restricted other 


23 There are different sources that ev- 
idence the persecution of the language of the 
Roma people: 


«Go reside in the places where they 
are their own neighbours... And that no one 
who calls themselves gypsy speaks their own 
tongue but the common and ordinary one with 
warning that in this case even if they are resi- 
dent and have dealings and trades they will be 
punished as vagrants... with whipping and ex- 
ile.» (June 1952, proclamation against the poor 
and street beggars from the Mayor’s Hall in 
Madrid, cited by Gdmez Alfaro 2009: 84) 


«... And that they do not return to it, 
by punishment of death, and that they who 
would like to stay, to become resident of plac- 
es and cities of these kingdoms of a thousand 
higher neighbours, they shall not use the 
gypsy clothing, tongue or name, and since 
they have no nation, this name shall forever 
remain lost and forgotten. And that under no 
circumstances can they deal with purchases 
or sales of livestock, this must be upheld by 
punishment of death. (Awards and royal cer- 
tificates published in Madrid in 1619 by Felipe 
Ill, cited by G6dmez Alfaro 2009: 102-103) 


«l hereby declare that those so-called 
gypsies are not so, neither by origin or na- 


communities access to Cald. In the late 
eighteenth and nineteenth centuries, the 
romantic fascination with flamenco and a 
different attention to language appeared; 
Calo treatises and dictionaries begin to 
appear, in all of them we can sense the 
occultism and the distrust of the Roma 
community towards the interest of the 
Payos, all these treatises are full of errors 
and deceits. Today only a minority of the 
community has kept Cal6 language, and 
words and phrases are frequently used to 
recognize each other, in prison the Calé 
is again activated in order to hide. 


Canasteras. 
Cornichas, is a Caloé 
word 


Canastero (basketmaker) is an attrib- 
ute that when used to describe a Roma 
person, confers prestige in the commu- 
nity, because the Roma basketmaker 
preserves a way of doing linked to no- 
madism, to the river, to the transaction 
based on the use value. 


In the mostly rural regions of Portu- 
gal, particularly in the areas of Viseu, 
Guarda and Alentejo, basket making 
activity continues as nuclear in many 
families of Gypsy origin. According to 
what some gypsies in the Moimenta 
da Beira area (district of Viseu) told us, 
gypsies know the places of the best 
wicker and much of them is little used 
by other people. 


The basketmaker defies productivist 
times and rhythms, recognizes a pleas- 
ure at work that challenges the culture of 
effort and sacrifice that justifies and per- 
petuates inequalities. The families who 
lived in La Cadena were basketmakers, 
today only Rafi Fernandez Santiago, one 
of the women who promoted Lacho Baji 
Cali, knows the craft. 


A gathering was how we started mak- 
ing sense of things and so the fact that 
these meetings were articulated around 
the craft of basketry helped us to prob- 
lematize issues such as work, the value 
of art, crafts... 


Rromano kidipen was activated in 
two specific places: Carmen Amaya Av- 
enue in Gornal and the Florida blocks 
square. During the meetings, materi- 
als (photographs, maps, reports...) were 
shared as triggers for the conversations; 
the radio set was activated as a resource 
to collect oral testimonies, while the 
street was occupied with ways of do- 
ing and with knowledges that had been 
damaged by the same amnesia that cuts 
through the entire territory south of Gran 
Via. Florida and El Gornal are invisibly 
linked, both sets of houses were built at 
different times to relocate inhabitants of 
the informal city. 


ture, nor do they come from any such race.../ 
therefore order that not one of them shall use 
the language, costume, or vagrant way of life 
that they have been using up until now, under 
punishment of the penalties outlined below...» 
(Real Pragmatics in force of law, September 
1783, article V by Carlos Ill. Quoted by G6mez 
Alfaro 2009: 280). 
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From Gornal to Florida 
blocks 


The Onésimo Redondo complex, 
in La Florida, was built in 1955 to host 
barraquistas from Somorrostro, Mont- 
juic and La Bomba. The informality of 
the settlements is still present today in 
the Florida blocks through ongoing fric- 
tion with the regulations of the formal 
city planning. The specter of demolition 
and displacement are deployed by the 
administration as the only means that 
they can find to exercise control in the 
blocks. 


In the 1960s a barraca was installed 
in the blocks, and with time it became 
the Pomezia school. Maria Ventura was 
the teacher at this center and the per- 
son that the city council asked to set up 
the Lacho Baji school in La Cadena. La 
Cadena was the Roma settlement locat- 
ed between La Bomba and Can Pi. From 
1929, when the management of waste 
produced by the city of Barcelona - an 
activity in which a large part of the inhab- 
itants of the barracas worked - was ex- 
pelled from the Montjuic mountain due 
to the construction of the Universal Ex- 
hibition, it proliferated in the surround- 
ing settlements of the Gran Via (Can Pi, 
La Bomba, Santa Eulalia...) where they 
carried out the entire process of sepa- 
ration and sorting of garbage. Around 
1966 the La Bomba Housing Coopera- 
tive was created, which allowed a group 
of residents to leave the neighbourhood 
to settle in the Zeus and Neptuno build- 
ings in the Bellvitge neighbourhood. 


In 1975 the Poligono Gornal was 
built, and in ‘76 the demonstrations be- 
gan as a reaction to the possibility that 
the houses were not for the families of 
La Bomba. Some people squatted the 
apartments, others were appointed as 
owners and had to acquire a mortgage; 
demolition of La Bomba begins. The Can 
Pi and La Cadena settlements remain in 
place until the 1990s, when the Olympic 
project accelerated the deterioration of 
the area and increased pressure to car- 
ry out expropriations. The settlements 
and Roma people who returned to the 
barracas in the 70s when they could not 
access the apartments of the housing 
estates, were the last to resist the ur- 
ban project of the Business District. This 
moment, so key for understanding the 
history of the city from a subaltern per- 
spective has since sunk into to oblivion: 
there are no pictures, no documents, 
only the testimony of those who lived 
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those moments and, from now on, the 
illustration of Marcos Prior that we pub- 
lished in one of our posters. 


The phase of investigation and res- 
titution of materials has forced us to 
understand the protocol of access to 
institutional and domestic archives. In 
both cases establishing trust frame- 
works to be able to share the materials 
and avoid falling into extractionism, as 
well as activating mechanisms of res- 
titution of materials to the community 
have been a priority. Working with doc- 
uments that were not produced by the 
community but are meant to represent 
it (such as images from archives taken 
by local administration or the Church, 
or photographs from teachers’ personal 
albums); trying to respect stories in their 
form of oral transmission but fixing them 
in a written text; or even the fact that the 
illustrations were produced by someone 
effectively detached from the communi- 
ty, are still ongoing issues that we con- 
tinue to struggle with even at this point 
in the process. We believe that creating 
new images offered a field for explora- 
tion, however, the fact that Marcos Prior 
has produced these materials does not 
cease to bring back to the debate the 
roles and mechanisms by which certain 
groups are given the ability to represent 
and usurp others”. 


Probably the history of paint- 
ing, photography and literature 
would have been quite different 
if issues of legitimacy in the use 
of words and images of certain 
communities had been raised 
over the centuries. 


In this regard, the texts and in- 
vestigations of the Peruvian writer 
and anthropologist José Maria 
Arguedas open up horizons of thought. 
In his work, he investigates the forms of 
creation of the native communities of 
Peru and the paradigms and structures 
that ignore and despise them, leading to 
their disappearance. 


Why that shame? Wayno is art, 
like music and like poetry. The 
only thing left is to make this look 
good. The indigenous is not infe- 


?4The work of visual sociologist Silvia 
Cusicanqui and her concept of internal colo- 
nialism has helped us to position ourselves in 
relation to these materials. 
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rior. And the day when the same 
people of the mountains who 

are still ashamed of the Indian, 
discover in themselves the great 
possibilities of creation of their 
indigenous spirit, that day, when 
they will be confident of their 
own values, the mestizo and 
Indian people will be able to de- 
finitively prove the equivalence of 
his creative capacity in relation 
to what is European, which today 
displaces and embarrasses 
them.?> 


Part of the Arguedas researches es- 
tablish links between the Andean com- 
munity forms of organization and those 
of rural Castilla, which disappeared dur- 
ing the modernization process promot- 
ed by Francoism in the late 1950s. There 
is an echo of that process that reso- 
nates in the city. A city that engulfs and 
nullifies the cultural manifestations, di- 
verse ways of seeing and understanding 
the world, the structures and universes 
of meaning, the imaginary and the abil- 
ity to generate their representations of 
migrations from the countryside to the 
city, with which they built and inhab- 
ited the informal city, those that were 
first demonized and later domesticated 
through the developmental project that 
drew the topography of housing estates 
such as Bellvitge, El Gornal, La Mina, Ci- 
utat Badia, San Cosme... 


We believe that it is necessary to 
understand the distance that exists be- 
tween the institutions of the field of art 
that occupy the centre, and the cultural 

manifestations of our peripher- 

ies, and to comprehend the ten- 

sion that pierces this distance. 

This aspect is something that 

we will continue to work on. The 

question in any case is not to lo- 
cate “popular practices” as needing to 
occupy the central spaces of “the artis- 
tic and sectorial practices” but instead 
to see to what extent the institutions 
can let themselves be permeated and 
decentred by cultural manifestations 
produced within popular, feminist, social 
and solidarity economies. 


25 José Maria Argueda, Canto Keckwa. 
Editorial Horizonte. Lima, 1938. p. 19. 


Photo 
captions 


P.3 A moment during Lacho Baji, a 
singing walk for the memory of La Cadena. 


P.4-5 
P.9 Textile laboratory during Chilean 


artist Daniela Pizarro’s residency in Prado 
11. 


P.10-11 Old neighbours of La Bomba at 
La Sardinada 2 (2018). 


P.16 At the Casa Antunez beach with 
Vinegar the donkey. From the Frit family 
archive. 


P. 20 


P.23 Jar in which Francisca Vintrd, 
a social worker from La Bomba, col- 
lected some of the projectiles used by 
the armed police to supress the neigh- 
bours who, on the 27th of September 
1976, blocked the Gran Via - one of the 
main routes of access to Barcelona - to 
demand their relocation to the nearby 
housing estate in the Gornal (LHospital- 
et). The jar contains a rubber bullet, a gas 
canister, and a small bullet, together with 
a Catalan striped ribbon on which you 
can read the word Liberty. 

P.24 Bubbles and Speculations walk 
with the journalist Rafa Burgos. 

P.25 ~~ Lacho Baji, a singing walk for the 
memory of La Cadena, in collaboration 
with the Roma association Lacho Baji Cali. 


Personal archive of Nieves Rivas. 


Imbernon family archive. 


Image of a wasteland in the 
business district of LHospitalet. Taken 
during a walk with members of the asso- 
ciation Lacho Baji Cali 


P.26 Old neighbours of La Bomba 
look at the bulletins of the CICdB during 
the Sardinada 2 (2018). 


P.29 Basket making workshop with 
wicker at the Rromano Kidipen in the 
Gornal. 


P. 32 Illustration by Marcos’ Prior 
about the neighbourhood struggle of La 
Cadena. Included in one of the four post- 
ers published for the Rromano Kidipen at 
La Virreina Centre de la Imatge. 
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Binaural Nodar 
Castro Daire 


cj Who we are 


and why we 
are here 


Binaural - Associagao Cultural de 
Nodar is a Portuguese cultural organi- 
zation active in the region of Viseu Dao 
Lafées, located in inner Portugal, one 
that is still economically, socially and cul- 
turally marked by the importance of the 
rural world. 


AItArt’s trajectory went from high art to 
“low” art then to plain culture, and the 
people we worked with, from tech-art- 
ists to plain citizens, then the under- 
privileged. |! sometimes wonder what 
would have happened if we started out 
directly with where we are at now... 


This importance in some cases is eco- 
nomic, through family farming and new 
productive initiatives, particularly in the 
areas of forestry, cattle raising, vitivini- 
culture and the production of red fruits; 
in other cases it is merely symbolic, man- 
ifested by an attachment to certain gas- 
tronomic, musical, linguistic, religious, 
toponymic and landscape-related reali- 
ties: the mountain, the river, the old path, 
the village house, etc. 


Does there still exist a culture and way 
of life that is strictly rural, or has it been 
completely colonised by the urban? 
Does it live on only in a simulated form 
or like memory fossilized in institution- 
al folklore? 


We started in 2004 an involvement with 


the social fabric of a series of mountain 
villages around the village of Nodar lo- 
cated in the valley of the Paiva River, a 
tributary of the Douro River; for one side 
trying to recover and revaluate knowl- 
edge and teachings from the past, but 
mostly being projected towards reflec- 
tions on possible futures, doing it through 
a multidisciplinary matrix of cultural in- 
terventions, in the areas of rural ethnog- 
raphy, soundscapes, heritage education, 
communitarian projects, contem- 
porary artistic creation, hosting of 

artist residencies, intermediation 
between researchers and com- 
munities, rural cinema screenings 
among many others. 


Over the years, as we spoke with 
many locals about aspects of their life 
experiences and their relationship with 
the specific rural worldview of these 
mountain areas of centre Portugal, there 
were numerous references to direct or 
family emigration experiences, to Lisbon, 
to other European countries like France, 
Switzerland, Germany and Luxembourg 
or even to distant places like Venezuela, 
Brazil, South Africa and the United States 
of America. These migratory flows are as 
old as the end of the 19th century (initially, 
mainly to Brazil) and were deepened over 
the following century due to the archaic 
and precarious conditions in which these 
villages lived, without electricity, without 
piped water, without access to money, 
the majority of families lived in a context 
of self-sufficiency from the farming, cat- 
tle raising and artisanal manufacture of 
tools and clothing, that is, without sub- 
stantial changes since ancient times as 
old as the Middle Ages. 


It is important to rethink the modern 
concept of progress - so clearly unsus- 
tainable - and valorize the cultures and 
subsistence economies that charac- 
terise rural environments, updating 
them, as Boaventura de Sousa Santos 
proposes, as cultures and economies 
of “expanded subsistence”. 


The text that follows is deliberately 
constructed in the form of a set of loose 
reflections, which intersect first person 
singular and plural voices mingled with 


our own impressions, related either to 
individual or collective memory, thus as- 
suming our non-academic condition of 
local actors who try to be carriers and 
mediators of knowledge, memories and 
emotions. Every reality can be poetic, 
Art is not science and Heritage belongs 
to everyone, could be three hypothetical 
slogans that emanate from our social 
and cultural position. 


| love this “All reality is poetic” 
part - it reminds me of the 
Poetic Justice concept used by 
Hakim Bey, and | hope | will be 
able to say one day that yes, all 


reality is embeded in justice. By 
power phenomena, | know it is... 


The official 
history raises 
as many 
doubts as 

it offers 
certainties 


We know that thousands of people 
from a very specific Portuguese region, 
the Paiva river valley (municipalities of 


Castro Daire, Resende, Resende and Sao 
Pedro do Sul) traveled throughout the 
20th century to the eastern part of Lis- 
bon to work in many factories and ware- 
houses existing there. Most of them lived 
in informal-housing neighborhoods. 


A shared history of the inhabitants of 
innumerable rural regions of the entire 
Spanish state: the migration from the 
village to the city, from the fields to the 
factory. 


What memories do they have on leaving 
their village? 


Ah, the sweet politics of memory. The 
power games we play. What is good 
and what is bad to remember. Espe- 
cially in vulnerable environments, this 
can become a life or death question. 


How did these people orient themselves 
in an urban area that was complex, full 
of alleys, holms, fields and factories and 
where schacks did not appear on official 
maps? What names did people give to dif- 
ferent places in the neighborhood? Where 
weekend meetings with countrymen took 
place? Where did they work? What did 
they feel in that vortex of space and time, 
between the mountain and the factory? 


Understand- 
ing what can 
hurt 
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We were born in an era in which the 
impulses to understand what is or was 
the life of our fellow people were nei- 
ther framed by any “institutionality” nor 
anchored in “mechanisms of diffusion”, 
through which both individual and collec- 
tive memory can be reduced to mere de- 
tails of an immense archive of spurious 
curiosities. We remember being children, 
knowing ourselves to be children of peo- 
ple who came from the countryside, from 
a concrete place made of villages, rivers, 
mountains, people, and living in a work- 
ing class neighbourhood near Lisbon, 
the capital of Portugal. Back in the 70s 
this triple condition marked us immense- 
ly on an emotional level. The condition of 
being an emigrant incorporates what we 
might call the “perplexity of the in-be- 
tween” and it was probably this personal 
experience that made us venture on this 
specific journey of both understanding 
and empathy. 


We talk of a memory that unsettles 
the construction of a hegemonic 
subjectivity: that of the mid- 
dle-class urban individual (see 
page xx); for that reason it lacks an 
“institutionality” and “mechanisms 
of dissemination” 


And yet following Derrida, one 
would say that if the institution is 
the locus of emanation of power, 
then we do have institutions all over 
us, all the time. Our parents, our 
family context were perhaps the 
first ones. Maybe acknowledging 
borders is also about feeling safe 


Let’s close 
our eyes and 
imagine a 
sonic journey 
of necessity 


There was a child who was a shep- 
herd. Top of the hill, bare feet and trou- 
sers brushing gorse and heather. Whis- 
tles and screams of absolute conviction 
called and guided the cattle. Tss, tss, 
eh, eh eh. The valley echoes the child- 
ish voice of command. Half day, bread 
with cracklings and wine. Pop the cork, 
plop. A short nap under an oak while the 
cattle graze. More hours, more minutes, 
more seconds and it’s time to go home. 
The creaking of the wooden corral door 
and more calls, go, go, inside, inside. The 
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old stone stairs are climbed and both fa- 
ther and mother are sitting at the wood- 
en table. Silence and a fatherly order: sit 
down, boy. Drag a chair, rrrrr, shoulders 
resting on the table, pum and an uneasy 
look. Boy, tomorrow you’re going to Lis- 
bon. There is not enough for everyone 
here and you are the most outgoing 
of your brothers and sisters. | already 
talked to your uncle and you can stay at 
his house, in the “Chinese neighbour- 
hood”. Quiet anguish, sleepless night. 
Early morning and a cardboard suitcase 
with little clothes in it. Behave yourself, 
boy. Yes, my father. An informal taxi driv- 
er drives for 300 kilometres and more 
than six hours of journey. Vrrrrrmmm and 
Zzzzzzzz. The boy falls asleep and when 
he wakes up he hears someone telling 
him. Boy, you’re here! Give your uncle a 
hug. Short walk and welcome to shack 
number 52, stay there in that room with 
your cousins. For now you will all sleep in 
the same bed, some on one side and the 
rest on the other side. Dinner with slightly 
different flavours, cutlery hits the plate, 
chewing and swallowing noise, followed 
by deep sleep. Another day. Come on boy, 
get dressed and you will start at the wine 
warehouse helping to distribute barrels. 
It’s easy, men unload the trucks and you 
just roll them. Rrrrrrrr, there, there, they 
weigh. They weigh as much as the need 
to be here. Restrained pain and new daily 
life. So be it, for many years. 


From 

stone and 
water mills 
to industrial 
milling in the 
blink of eyes 


In the Montemuro mountain range 
there wasn’t a cold water stream that 
didn’t have one or more water mills, ru- 
dimentary type of constructions made 
in granite stone, with a hydraulic mech- 
anism to rotate the millstone, a heavy 
wheel that turns on top of another that 
is fixed, both of which turn around the 
same axis. In these mills, the grains, 
mostly corn or rye, were transformed 
into flour. Flour has a history as old as 
the first civilizations and post-World War 
Il Portuguese villages were a late exam- 
ple of the essential life of so many rural 
communities for centuries. Flour, bread, 
flour, breadcrumbs, flour, cakes, flour, 
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pasta, flour, cookies. By coincidence, 
the destination of many of these rural 
people was the eastern part of Lisbon, 
where existed one the oldest symbols 
in the use of the steam machine for the 
grinding of cereals: The National Facto- 
ry, a company authorized by Queen Ma- 
ria Il to the merchant Jodo de Brito, who 
installed the first steam factory in 1843 
in the former Beato Antdénio Convent, 
an occupation that was possible since 
1833, following the extinction of religious 
orders in Portugal. Irony of ironies, some 
of the peasants who used to grind bread 
in solitary and archaic mills, ended up, 
years later, operating the noisy mecha- 
nisms of industrial flour and pasta pro- 
duction. It was as if they had taken a leap 
from the Middle Ages to the Industrial 
Revolution in three hundred kilometres 
and in half a dozen years. 


What led to this leap (transition or 

shift could also be used) and how is it 
explained? Normally as a happy story 
of progress (individual and collective). 
However, the insertion of the peasantry 
into the factories was a violent and 
disciplinary process. The violence, as 
much as the forms of resistance that 
opposed it, have been erased in order 
to present industrialisation and urbani- 
sation as a history without conflict. 


A football 
Star in 
the rural 
village 


Any communication process estab- 
lished between communities involves an 
unlikely expansion of “butterfly” effects, 
manifested over time. 


This makes it in many ways impossi- 
ble to measure the “impact” of these 
processes. 


In the Pata Rat ghetto we had boxers. 
Pepe whom we interview here is also a 
kickboxer. 


Thousands of people who came from 
rural areas were living in an industrial area 
in the city of Lisbon. Naturally, these same 
men and women gradually began to foster 
friendships and to establish complicities 
with realities that were hitherto unknown. 
In those 40s, 50s or 60s of the last centu- 
ry, it was becoming a habit, especially on 
Sundays, for working class people from 
Eastern Lisbon to go to football stadiums: 


the local Clube Oriental de Lisboa, hav- 
ing its Carlos Salema stadium located 
right next to the Chinese shantytown, was 
since 1946 a symbol of a neighbourhood 
club that managed to play as equal with 
the great national teams, being in those 
years was part of the first division of the 
Portuguese championship. 


Similarly, the Union Deportiva La Bom- 
ba team was a symbol of the neigh- 
bourhood and a place for neighbours 
to come together and to organize. 


The colour of their shirts was known in 
Portugal for being unique: the garnet col- 
our, they say, a direct allusion to the col- 
our of wine, in homage to Abel Pereira da 
Fonseca’s large wine warehouses, one of 
the biggest employers in the Marvila 
neighbourhood. 


Like any club, the Clube Oriental de 
Lisboa (or COL, or simply Oriental) start- 
ed having its idols, the biggest of all was 
born with the name of Rogério Lantres 
de Carvalho (1922-2019), but was nick- 
named Rogério vf, for being a player of 
outstanding elegance in the field (“pipi” 
in Portuguese means precisely elegant, 
sometimes used in an appreciative way, 
in other occasions derogatory). Rogério 
Pipi had previously played for Benfica, 
having been the first Portuguese play- 
er to paly abroad, in the case on loan to 
Botafogo in Rio de Janeiro. It turns out 
that through some people from the Paiva 
river valley (Municipalities of Castro Daire 
and Sao Pedro do Sul) who had emigrated 
to Marvila, Rogério was invited, in the late 
1940s, to spend his vacations in the vil- 
lage of Nodar. This place, located on the 
right bank of the Paiva River, was at that 
time poor and essential, where children 
played with sticks, stones and water and 
didn’t know anything about football. And 
it was then, on that unlikely summer, that 
a Portuguese soccer star played by the 
river with rural children and youth, and 
only later, as adults, did some of those 
kids realize with whom they had such a 
simple and direct relationship: with the 
great Rogério Pipi who died very recently, 
at the age of 97. 


Do you want 
to know the 
neighbour- 
hood? Let’s 


go 
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Two young women collaborating with 
Binaural Nodar, Nely Ferreira (NF) and 
Susana Rocha (SR) were in search of sto- 
ries of rural people living in Marvila and 
an unlikely invitation came up. 


Nice. We also worked with several 
people in this project, including two 
girls: Anastasia and Daria - recording 
interviews with people, document- 
ing stories. Yet, we preferred asking 
people to come out of the ghetto to be 
interviewed. Safety reasons. 


Do you want to take a drive around the 
neighbourhood? The following is an ex- 
cerpt from an interesting account of what 
it means to be aware of belonging to a 
place: a car trip, conducted by a Marvi- 
la resident born in Castro Daire, Mario 
Ferreira (MF), through various symbol- 
ic points of the eastern part of Lisbon, 
where sounds, objective references, 
jokes and personal memories intersect, 
with the natural bias of those who strive 
to tell the best possible story and to 
show themselves as being popular in the 
neighbourhood. 


[Car radio with distorted low frequen- 
cies broadcasts a fado song, the most 
traditional musical form in the city of Lis- 
bon] 


[MF proudly indicates where his home is] 


- [MF] Those three windows there on the 
lower part. 


- [SR] They are your windows, right? 
- [MF] Yes, on the first floor. 


- [Another fado song plays on the radio, 
this time intertwined by the sound of the 
car’s flasher] 


- [SR] Do you see the Tagus River from 
your window? 


- [MF] Yes, | see it ... | see it. And now I'll 
show you the back side. 


[MF refers to acquaintances he sees on 
the street and their likely reaction when 
realizing that he is acting as a sort of 
“tourist” guide] 

- [MF] They should be totally surprised 
by now. “Who is this guy strolling with?” 
They all go crazy. Do you get it? 

- [MF] You see, this big window. The big, 
the small and the sunroom. 


- [SR] And those clothes that are drying 
outside, are they yours? 

- [MF] No, no, they are from my neigh- 
bour. | don’t have any clothes there. 

- [SR] And there are still some shacks 
here... 


- [MF] Those aren’t shacks. Those are 
dovecotes. 


[Another fado song, amid the car’s motor 
and flasher sounds] 


- [MF] There is the Bairro do Armador 
(Shipowner’s Neighbourhood), Chelas, 
Olaias. [Olaias, a neighbourhood also 
known as Zone M]. 

- [NF] We are a bit far way by now. You are 
driving away from Marvila. 

- [MF] | should drive around here in order 
to turn back. 

- [MF] Here was the Luso-Brazilian Portu- 
guese Language Foundation. It all ended 
in “cod waters” (Something that remains 
unsolved for a long time), as you can see 
here. 

- [SR] These ruins here? 

- [MF] Yes. 
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- [MF] Over there is the primary and inter- 
mediate school of Marvila. 


- [MF] There in front was the Palace of the 
Marquis of Abrantes. 


[On the radio, a listener asks for a spe- 
cific fado song that is dedicated to Mrs. 
Ema from Bairro do Menino de Deus, in 
Pontinha, another peripheral and working 
class neighbourhood in Lisbon]. 


- [MF] This is just a little tip of the iceberg. 


[Finally, one realizes that the radio sta- 
tion that is heard on the car radio is Radio 
Amalia, one dedicated exclusively to 
fado music, 24 hours a day]. 


[Another fado song starts, which first 
verses are: “Last Sunday | went to visit / 
by duty, at the hospital / an old friend of 
mine”). 

- [MF] It is no accident that | know the 
Marquis de Abrantes’ Farm [Note: it 
means that Mario Ferreira lived ina shack 
built in that old agricultural farm, a shack 
that was part of one of the many informal 
neighbourhoods that existed in the east- 
ern part of Lisbon during the second half 
of the century XX]. 


- [MF] I only bring you here for you to see 
a little bit of this so that you can say: “This 
person knows, he knows a lot”. Do you 
see it or not? 


- [MF] This is where the Bairro Chinés 
was. [Note: the Bairro Chinés - literal- 
ly “Chinese Neighbourhood” - was the 
most well-known shanty-town in the 
eastern part of Lisbon, which occupied 
a farm belonging to Marquis de Abrantes 
and was so called by the local inhabitants 
because of the analogy of wooden hous- 
es with traditional Chinese archi- 
tecture]. 


- [MF] You can see here the bar 

of Futebol Clube Recreativo do 
Rossao, where | ascended from 
member of the board to president 
[Note: Rosso is a village in the Monte- 
muro mountain range, municipality of 
Castro Daire and a local community or- 
ganization having the name of the village 
is located in the Marvila neighbourhood, 
which is an additional evidence of the 
high proportion of people who came from 
the same specific region]. 

[At the door of the community organiza- 
tion, MF meets a series of friends and 
addresses some of them with complicity] 
- [MF] Hey guys, what’s up? Is everything 
all right? 

- [MF] This is just a short visit, man. 

- [MF] Don’t move and don't take off your 
glasses, as that will look bad in the photo. 
- [MF] Go to Olivais ... Ahahah. [Note: Ol- 
ivais is a neighbourhood not far from the 
Marvila area, close to Lisbon Airport]. 

- [MF] Ok, see you later! 

- [MF addresses the girls in the car again] 
- [MF] Do you see how | am known every- 
where? 

- [MF] Look, that one is a postman. 

- [MF] Laughter... You can imagine a lit- 
tle bit of what | know. Sometimes | don’t 
have enough “head” for so much. 

- [MF] This was the Bairro Chinés, ok? 

- [MF] Now I’m going to show you the old- 
est tavern here, one that hasn’t given up 
yet. 

- [MF] Do you see the Clube Oriental de 
Lisboa’s football field here? 

- [MF] | lived more or less here, in this area 
[Note: in the time of the shanty-town] 
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- [MF] Can you see it? The oldest tavern 
in the Bairro Chinés. One can have a full 
lunch for five euros, all included. That one 
over there is the boss [he whistles him]. 


- [NF] This little bit still survives here. 
- [MF] Yeah, it’s his own place, it’s his own 
place. 


- [MF] You see there, Clube Oriental de 
Lisboa. 


- [SR] Those are the vans from the Ori- 
ental club. 


- [MF] Yes, because there will be a match 
between FC Porto and Oriental. 


- [MF] Now here is Quinta do Chalé [Note: 
Another shantytown that was replaced by 
apartment blocks]. 


- [NF] Quinta do Chalé Residents Asso- 
ciation... 


- [MF] Yes. 

- [MF] This is interesting for you, don’t 
you think? 

- [SR] Yes, yes. Very interesting. 


Our neigh- 
bourhood 
maps 


Binaural Nodar’s intervention in the 
scope of the European project “Where 
the city loses its name” seek a comple- 
mentary articulation between individu- 
al and collective memory. For instance, 
during the course of the project, sever- 
al collective mapping workshops of the 
eastern part of Lisbon were developed 
taking into account the informality and/or 
official invisibility of many of the places 
where populations lived, worked or used 
to pass by. 


Very well put, official invisibility. We 
worked in an abandoned park. We had 
a container there. No electricity, no 
water. We were under the social radar. 
This is how our people could feel free 
enough to manifest. 


These workshops were developed at 
the Municipal Library of Castro Daire 
and were based on a collective mapping 
methodology developed by LaFundici6, a 
type of sharing that was one of the pro- 
ject’s objectives. Below an excerpt from 
one of the mapping sessions is tran- 
scribed, one that was developed at the 
Municipal Library of Castro Daire in No- 
vember 2019 and is interesting in order 
to understand the delicate nuances ex- 
isting in the dialectical processes asso- 
ciated with the construction of collective 
memory. 


Facilitators: Luis Costa, Liliana Silva, 
Marta Carvalhal, Claudia Almeida, Map- 
pers: Leonel Ribeiro, Antonio Pereira, Ma- 
ria Inés Paiva, José Silva, José Carneiro. 


Thank you, our Apai Emese, Kasza 
Izabella, Alex (Pepe) Fechete, Luci Rad, 
Adi Cimpoiesu, Anastasia Stefan, Daria 
Ghizdavu, thank you, thank you! :) 


[Facilitator] The official maps of Lisbon 
mention the main streets, the train line 
but not the neighbourhood where you 
lived. 


[Mapper] But that was no neighbour- 
hood. Those were shacks. 


[Mapper] That was an agricultural farm. 
The cows would start to plow the land by 
the train line. | worked it all out, at Quinta 
Marqués de Abrantes. 


[Mapper] The Bairro Chines was com- 
prised of three farms: Quinta Marqués de 
Abrantes, Quinta do Leonel and... 


Like in the peripheries of Barcelona, 
the informal settlements or barracas 
were built on the agricultural land that 
surrounded the city. The depopula- 
tion of rural areas ran parallel to the 
industrialization of their lands; cities 
increased in the number and density 
of their inhabitants while at the same 
time losing their peri-urban agricultural 
production. 


[Mapper] Wasn’t it Quinta das Flores? 
[Mapper] Or Quinta dos Alfinetes? 


[Mapper] Quinta das Flores still exists. 


On the sites previously occupied by the 
neighbourhoods of La Bomba, Can Pi, 
La Cadena or La Sangonera, only one 
last ‘masia’ is left standing (masia is 
the catalan word to describe a farm- 
house). This is Masia Can Gotlla which, 
ironically, today houses the business 
district promotion offices. 


[Mapper] This is the train line and Quinta 
dos Alfinetes is on the other side. 


[Faciliator] In this map almost 100 years 
old it says that Quinta do Marqués de 
Abrantes is between Azinhaga dos Al- 
finetes, Rua José Patrocinio and Rua do 
Vale Fundao. Rua de Marvila is down 
here, next to the river. 


[Mapper] That’s right, that’s right. 


[Facilitator] But were the farms linked to- 
gether? 


[Mapper] No sir. It was Azinhaga dos Al- 
finetes that divided Quinta do Leonel to 
the left and Quinta Marqués de Abrantes 
to the right. 


[Mapper] Mr. Eduardo’s land was close 
to the Clube Oriental de Lisboa pitch. | 
remember, because | used to grind his 
cows there. 


[Mapper] Around 1959, three people 
from the Montemuro mountain range 
rented a plot of land from Mr. Eduardo to 
build and rent shacks and they started 
calling people from this region to live in 
those shacks. 


[Mapper] But | came here to find out why 
our neighbourhood was called Chinese. 


Ww h 


[Facilitator] Wasn't it because of the sim- 
ilarities of the shacks with traditional Chi- 
nese houses? 


[Mapper] That’s right, we were imitating 
China with our shacks. 


[Mapper] You know that families used to 
build the shacks with wooden slats with 
some intervals and then these were filled 
on the inside with cardboard. 


[Mapper] Because that area had so many 
factories, Soap factory, Brito factory, so 
many. 


[Mapper] Just in the wine warehouse of 
Abel Pereira da Fonseca, down here in 
Poco do Bispo, so many people worked 
there. In the soap (National Soap Socie- 
ty) there were more than seven hundred 
people. 


[Mapper] Marvila street, down here, was 
always full of people. We had to dodge 
pedestrians to get through. 


[Mapper] And these people were only 
day shift workers, as there were several 
other shifts, including at night. 


[Mapper] And do you remember at lunch- 
time? We, at the National Soap Socie- 
ty, had three floors of canteen, with the 
kitchen on the ground floor. 


[Mapper] Very close to the shacks, next 
to the Church of Marvila, there was a 
store that sold used furniture, clothes 
and shoes to the people who came to live 
in the neighbourhood. People called the 
owner Mr. Cortés. 


[Facilitator] But who was arriving from the 
countryside, built or rented an existing 
shack? 


[Mapper] | rented mine. 
[Mappers] Discussion starts. 


[Mapper] | didn’t, | built mine. That was 
how it was: At night, two or three peo- 
ple would gather and with four sconces 
and some zinc sheets on top they would 
make a shack and put a mattress inside, 
the police would come the next day and 
could no longer bring it down nor expel 
people. 


[Facilitator] Were there people from the 
area who lived in other areas closer to the 
river, like Beato, where they already had 
houses? 


[Mapper] Yes, these were some work- 
ing class houses (called “vilas”) from 
the beginning of the 20th century, which 
had an interior patio and people lived in 
the apartments around the patio. These 
houses had better conditions. 


[L.J] 


From the 
Mountain to 
the Factory. 
An archive of 
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memories, 
between the 
mountain 
and the 
shantytown 


One of the central components of Binau- 
ral Nodar’s intervention in the Where the 
city loses its name project constituted 
the realization of a set of interviews with 
current and former inhabitants of the in- 
dustrial area of Marvila, all of them born 
in the municipality of Castro Daire. These 
interviews were aggregated in a sub-pro- 
ject entitled Da serra para a fabrica (From 
the mountain to the factory) and a cata- 
logued collection was made available 
in Binaural Nodar Digital Archive’. From 
the interviews, several creative activ- 
ities were developed, such as experi- 
mental podcasts, audiovisual poems, a 
mixed-media exhibition and multi- 
disciplinary performance. In order 

to leave a lasting impression of 

what these moments were, we list 
below the titles, links and summa- 

ries of those archived documents 

that are evocative of personal journeys 
between the mountain and the work- 
ing-class neighbourhood. 


NODAR.OO746 
Interview with Amadeu 
Pereira (Ermida, 
Castro Daire) 


Almost by definition, a barber is someone 
who listens, observes and feels the dai- 
ly flow of a neighbourhood and Amadeu 
Pereira perfectly assumes this condi- 
tion as a local informal chronicler talking 
about a bit of everything: the companies 
that employed thousands of workers (the 
factories of “war material”, “soap”, UTIC 
- Union of Transporters for Import and 
Trade, stowage in the Port of Lisbon, etc.), 
the fact that most of the workers came 
from villages located between the Monte- 
muro and the Sao Macario mountains, the 
dance parties that were organized with ru- 
ral traditional music, the love encounters 
and, lastly, the recent accelerated trans- 
formation with overpasses and highways 
that cut the old neighbourhood in half. 


' https://www.archive.binauralmedia. 
org/emigracao-beira-para-lisboa/ 
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In what manner are the institutional de- 
vices of heritage - like for example the 
archive - incompatible with informal 
ways of telling history, the conversa- 
tional way that tends to jump from one 
topic to another in apparent disorder, 
that switches between anecdotes and 
sweeping generalisations, that one 
moment can be joking and another 
completely serious...? 


NODAR.OO747 
Interview with Abilio 
de Azevedo (Outeiro 
de Eiriz, Castro Daire) 


Sendo alguém que chegou a Lisboa ha 
menos anos do que muitos dos seus 
conterraneos, Abilio de Azevedo de- 
screve com detalhe assinalavel uma 
série de aspetos da vivéncia do Bairro 
Chinés, como a mudang¢a para o prédios 
e da sociabilidade que se perdeu (“antes 
todos assdavamos sardinhas juntos”), o 
ambiente social profundamente mon- 
temurano de lugares onde se armavam 
bailes regionais como o Solid6, Os Cin- 
fanenses, a associagdo de Alhdes ou a 
associa¢ao do Rossao e os armazéns de 
vinhos cuja memoria se perde nas bru- 
mas do tempo: o José Domingos Barrei- 
ro, oO Bolzan & Martinez, o Joaquim Alves 
e o Abel Pereira da Fonseca. 


These days, because preparing 
food in the street is so badly 
looked upon and so strictly 
regulated as an activity, it is very 
difficult to actually do, and im- 
possible to do it spontaneously. 


NODAR.OO748 
Interview with Mario 
Ferreira (Pepim, 
Castro Daire) 


Mario Ferreira define-se a si mesmo 
como um homem do associativismo, seja 
em Marvila onde foi um dos fundadores 
da Casa do Concelho de Castro Daire em 
Lisboa e também diretor de bailes da as- 
sociagao do Rossao ou em Pepim, onde 
fez parte de tantas comiss6ées de festas 
da sua aldeia e as vezes, sem fazer parte 
da comissdo era como se fizesse, pois os 
seus dotes de organiza¢cao e de angar- 
iagao de apoios eram e sao reconhecidos 
por todos. Como muitos dos emigrantes, 
Mario Ferreira nao sabe bem onde pert- 
ence: depois de uma ou duas semanas 
na aldeia comega a ter saudades da sua 
“malta amiga” de Lisboa, dos lugares 
que conhece com a palma da sua mao e 
até pensa que os ares ou a agua da terra 
lhe altera algo no organismo. No entanto, 
quando pode volta sempre a sua amada 
aldeia Pepim, assumindo essa condi¢ao 
de perteng¢a difusa como um destino que 
nao é nem bom nem mau, apenas é. 


NODAR.OO/49 


Interview with Maria 
Trindade Henriques 
(Carvalhas, Castro 
Daire) 


The memories of Maria Trindade Henri- 
ques are also those of her parents who 
worked so hard, her father, who was from 
Lisbon, at the Lisbon Docks, the mother, 
who was from Castro Daire, at the Nacion- 
al (Flour and pasta factory), at the Soap 
(National Soap Society) and at other fac- 
tories in Marvila. Her childhood passed 
quickly and from the grocery store games, 
with scales made of grease boxes and 
stones to make potatoes, at the age of 
thirteen Maria Trindade Henriques was 
already folding shirts in Rua Augusta (in 
the downtown of Lisboa) and from there 
she went through endless jobs: at the 
Balconies’ Factory, at Silks and Velvets, at 
Batista Russo, mostly cleaning. The years 
passed, but not the vivid memory of both 
her home village and the Marvila neigh- 
bourhood: the smell of burnt gorse, the 
iron pots, the old ladies from her village 
who lift the skirts to the girls to see if they 
had petticoats or not, the dance parties 
organized in the neighbourhood with rural 
traditional music and the celebrations of 
the so-called popular saints (Saint Antho- 
ny, Saint John and Saint Peter) in the patios 
of Marvila, and more recently, of her role 
in running the bar of the Castro Daire Re- 
gional House in Lisbon and in the promo- 
tion of rural activities such as the slaugh- 
ter of the pig, Saint Martin (in November, 
the season of roasted chestnuts), or her 
involvement in the promotion of tradition- 
al dances and singing, in the scope of the 
Ethnographic Dance Group of the Castro 
Daire Regional House in Lisbon. 


NODAR.OO750 
Interview with Victor 
Pereira (Castro Daire) 


Not having experienced the industrial at- 
mosphere of the Marvila area as an adult, 
nevertheless Victor Pereira lived his child- 
hood in Bairro Chinés, in which he says 
he was truly happy and describes with an 
almost philosophical inclination how «be- 
ing from a rural area» incorporates almost 
forgotten values such as kindness and 
frank communication. In his job as a «taxi 
industrialist» (as he mentions), one of the 
most chosen activities by the people who 
emigrated to Lisbon, Victor Pereira sens- 
es hues, trends and contradictions in the 
city life, like the well-dressed and hurried 
people who treat the taxi driver like a ma- 
chine, as opposed to other, more humble 
people, almost always of rural origin, who 
do not shy away from saying who they are, 
where they come from and where they are 
going to. 


NODAR.OO769 
Interview with Leonel 
Ribeiro (POvoa do 
Montemuro, Castro 
Daire) 
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In the mid-fifties, Leonel Ribeiro left his 
homeland of Pévoa do Montemuro (Cas- 
tro Daire municipality) towards the cap- 
ital to do his military service and for the 
first time he visited the eastern part of 
Lisbon, where at that time there weren't 
practically any emigrants from Castro 
Daire. Thanks to a couple from the vil- 
lage of Panchorra (Cinfaées municipality) 
who was already established in the area, 
Leonel Ribeiro built his first shack and, 
after some time, he was submerged by 
requests from other countrymen, who 
in the meantime had arrived in Lisbon, 
to stay overnight in his shack. Based on 
the awareness that more would come, 
this Montemuran entrepreneur asked 
the same couple to rent a plot of land and 
then he began to build more shacks to 
be rented. In his own words, there were 
months when he paid eighty escudos for 
the rent on his own shack and collected 
more than three hundred escudos from 
sub-renting other shacks he built. 


NODAR.OO770 
Interview with Jose 
Silva and Maria Inés 
Paiva (Pereira, Castro 
Daire) 


José Silva and Maria Inés Paiva are a 
close couple who managed to overcome 
the challenges that life posed to them. 
Leaving very young their home villages 
in the municipality of Castro Daire, they 
initially moved to the so-called Campo 
50, a brick-housed neighbourhood just 
above the Clube Oriental de Lisboa pitch. 
José Silva made a career at the National 
Soap Society (SNS), a huge conglomer- 
ate of companies where resins for paints, 
feeds, oils, detergents, etc. were manu- 
factured. His first job was to wash huge 
tanks used for the manufacture of res- 
ins, polyesters and paint products. Maria 
Inés Paiva initially stayed at home taking 
care of their small children and, after the 
revolution (in April 25th, 1974), they man- 
aged to place the children in a kindergar- 
ten that was built by a local cooperative 
(PRODAC) to take care of all children in 
the area, an improvement, like so many 
others, resulting from the social develop- 
ment that happened following the estab- 
lishment of democracy in Portugal. 


In the periphery of Barcelona, around 
the same moment in history, there was 
also a significant number of cooper- 
ative initiatives, who had their roots 

in a strong culture of neighbourhood 
self-organising and who were key in 
determining the fall of the dictatorship. 
Paradoxically, democracy deactivated 
a good part of this autonomous effort 
through the institutionalisation of social 
movements. 


This possibility of placing their children 
in a kindergarten allowed Maria Inés 
Paiva to enter the labour market, having 
worked in Sedas e Veludos (Silks and 
Velvets), a company part of the Batista 
Russo Group, where she worked in the 
kitchen for 19 years, cooking lunches in 
the company cafeteria. 
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NODAR.OO771 
Interview with Jose 
Carneiro (Cetos, 
Castro Daire) 


After joining the army in Viseu, José Car- 
neiro headed to Lisbon where he start- 
ed to live in a shack at the Bairro Chinés 
while he was a cleaning servant at the 
Julio de Matos Psychiatric Hospital and 
during his free times he worked on the 
stowage carrying bags of 60, 70 and up 
to 80 kilograms. One day he applied for 
a job in the National Soap Society (SNS) 
and with the help of a fellow countryman, 
José “Gordo” (Fat José) from Feirao (Res- 
ende municipality), he managed to get 
his application form passed to the top of 
the pile, thus being initially hired to load 
and unload bags of coconut, sunflower, 
soybeans, etc. to make soaps and other 
cleaning products. This company was a 
large conglomerate where more than a 
thousand employees worked, with José 
Carneiro being employee number 756. 
In addition to the SNS, there were in the 
same perimeter, the National Margarine 
Factory, Vitamealo Feeds, Synres Resins, 
later Colgate-Palmolive and others. 


NODAR.OO779 
Interview with Jose 
da Silva (Colo de Pito, 
Castro Daire) 


Life in his home village was difficult 

and José da Silva was raised from 

a young age going “after” sheep 

and cows. He went to school, but 

the difficulties were many, his parents 
worked in the fields and that was how 
they got their little income from. At the 
age of 15, he headed for Lisbon, around 
1958, with the hope of a better life. The 
industry needed arms and poor young- 
sters needed hope, the same hope they 
didn't have in their homelands. 


What historic processes gave rise 

to this lack of hope among the rural 
populations? What material conditions 
of existence did the countryside offer? 
How did these conditions come to be 
and not others? How was the desire to 
go to the city constructed? What offers 
and promises were made to rural 
inhabitants? In what ways were they 
pushed to emigrate or seduced by the 
urban imaginary? 


The city opened its doors to him, but life 
at first was difficult. He joined his father 
and one of his brothers, “who were al- 
ready there”, and right the first night he 
slept in the Chinese Quarter, in a shack, 
which would become his shelter for some 
years. He remembers how the shacks 
were like, metal sheets as roofs, wood- 
en boards lined vertically with cardboard 
inside and very small. Without money to 
have a proper bed, José da Silva, slept on 
a “bunk”, he tells us. The conditions were 
very difficult, shacks had no running wa- 
ter, sewers were open to the outside and 
for cooking they had to use an oil stove. 
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NODAR.OO784 
Interview with Fatima 
Silva (Monteiras, 
Castro Daire) 


Fatima Silva grew up in the Bairro Chinés 
and says it was a very convivial area, as 
perhaps 90% of the people came from 
the Viseu region. She remembers the 
dance parties and the get-togethers, the 
moments at the end of the Sunday Mass 
when everyone would talk to each other 
and tell the latest news. The family lived 
in a shack until Fatima Silva was 13/14 
years old, and the shack was torn down 
to build a proper brick house. The shack 
and and the later house were located in 
Azinhaga dos Alfinetes, next to the Clube 
Oriental de Lisboa stadium. Ironically, 
certain friends would say to her: “Do you 
live in alfinetes (pins)? Watch out, or you 
will to get pierced”. She remembers that 
the movie “Mala de Cartao” about the life 
of the Portuguese singer Linda de Suza 
was shot in the Bairro Chinés and that 
all the children played traditional games 
such as the spinning top, hopscotch, 
the rope, marbles, etc. which leads her 
to conclude that she had a very happy 
childhood. For example, on summer days 
they would open a big carpet on the floor 
in the yard in front of the house and all 
the kids in the area would join in studying 
or playing. Or, because there were vege- 
table gardens and fields in the area, kids 
would run through the flowering fields 
of marigolds, would go up to fig trees to 

pick figs or would pick pine nuts 

around the pines trees. 


Many of the testimonies of 

life in the barracas are from 
people who lived there only 
during their childhood. Their 
memories are filtered by this 
fact. They are happy memories. 
Does this make them less sig- 
nificant? How do we treat the 
relationship between childhood 
and memory? 


NODAR.OO788 
Interview with Arnaldo 
Dias (Cotelo, Castro 
Daire) 


The story of Arnaldo Dias, who left to Lis- 
bon at the age of twenty-four, was similar 
to many others, with promises of employ- 
ment and more money. He married early, 
at the age of nineteen and being married, 
he went to Lisbon, along with his wife and 
three of his five children. Like so many 
others they went to live in Marvila, in Bair- 
ro Chinés, that was a cluster of shacks, 
which he sadly remembers and where he 
lived for ten years. His shack was similar 
to many others, made of wood, with zinc 
sheets and cardboard inside. He recalls, 
with some joy, the day he moved, with his 
family to one of the prefabricated houses, 
leaving the shantytown for good. In the 
new house everything was different, as 
he tells us: he furnished all the inside and 
the family could finally have a bathroom. 
He lived as he could live, with sacrifice to 


raise his five children, but he tells us, with 
a twinkle in his eye, the real joy happened 
when they would come to his home vil- 
lage on vacations. He even says that in 
one of those trips, already having his own 
car, it took them more than nine hours to 
arrive, but that was compensated to be 
able to come back, even if just for a while, 
to the land that saw him being born. 


NODAR.OO792 
Interview with Antonio 
Pereira (Lamelas, 
Castro Daire) 


With his parents working, his mother at 
the National Soap Society and his father 
in a tube warehouse, it was Antonio Perei- 
ra who, with the instructions left by his 
mother, prepared lunch for the family. He 
reminds us of the time when every night, 
at dawn, we would walk to buy bread from 
the baker, for the morning of the following 
day, without light, alone and often with 
rats passing by. He went to school and 
even studied until the fifth year of school- 
ing, but his father’s premature death 
prevented him from continuing, as he 
had to help his mother and brothers. He 
then started working in a grocery store 
in the Marvila neighbourhood, Senhor 
Marques’ grocery store, where he spent 
about three years. 


NODAR.OO793 
Interview with Joaquim 
Ferreira (Lamelas de 
La, Castro Daire)) 


Criado por uns tios que eram negociantes 
de gado, Joaquim Ferreira ajudou-os 
desde tenra idade a guardar as “vacas 
no monte”, percorrendo quildmetros 
na serra do Montemuro. Aos dezasseis 
anos foi para Lisboa, onde ja estavam os 
irmaos e os pais. A realidade que encon- 
trou foi dura. Quando chegou, percebeu 
que teria de viver numa barraca de ma- 
deira no Bairro Chinés, feita com chapas 
de zinco, com falta de agua canalizada, 
a qual era transportada para dentro de 
casa em cantaros de plastico obtida no 
chafariz. Chegado a Lisboa, o sonho que 
tinha era ser pedreiro, arte que abragou 
durante seis anos tendo chegado a mes- 
tre. Posteriormente tornou-se policia até 
a reforma. 


An epilogue 
in the form of 
a poem 


Ww h 


From the village | was taken away, 
The desire did not exist in those times. 


The gorse and the spring wind, 
The absolute feeling of being free, 
It would be for shepherds and poets. 


But not for me, they said. 
Me, who had no vote on the matter. 
For what the family decided, it was law. 


They said we were too many for so little, 

Others out there, in Spain or Italy 

Were also doing the same. 

And who were we not to follow the winds 
[of history? 


But on a second thought, 


We left a thousand years of roots 
For some urban coins, 

Cash, a week, a month, a year, thirty 
years. 

Pennies of those who shone 

who allowed the glass in the tavern, 
clothes that are no longer woven, 
The knick-knack, 

The small car, 

The tram ride, 

Going to the beach, 

The soap opera, 

The ball on Sunday, 

The union’s membership fee. 


But it happen how it had to be. 
We were the ones who wanted to go so 
as 

[not to come back, 
We were the ones who wanted to believe, 
That Montemuro was not possible. 


Was it possible or not? 

| don’t know, others stayed and went on 
[living. 

Among stones, goats and chicken. 


And now this intermediate existence is 
[what defines us 


Between the memory of the neighbo- 

hood, 

The humble but decent shack, 

The grocery store, 

The fountain, 

The factory, 

The warehouse, 

The train line 

The kids playing in the mud 

From that rural village transported to 
[Lisbon. 


And between the parents’ memory 


The food in the common dish, 

The smoke-black kitchen, 

The ball on the threshing house, 

The innocence on the faces of young 
kids, 

The sharing that was a necessity, 

Of being part of an old story. 


But in the story that we had to live 
There were neither innocent nor guilty. 
There was only an attempt to live with 
[dignity 
And that, almost all of us did. 
And that, nobody can take that away from 
[us. 


From us, 
Peasants in the city. 
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Drops 

of water. 
Memory 
hydration 
and digital 
archives 


Ana Rodriguez 
Anthropologist 
Coordinator of Sound 
Map of Uruguay 


In my family’s house, in the city of 
Montevideo, there is a varnished wood- 
en cabinet with flat drawers, which 
was always called an archive. | re- 
member the sound a couple of its 
drawers made as they slid down 
the rail that supported them; Now 
that | think about it, it was very 
similar to what a wooden brush would do. 
No chips would come out, just the smell 
of papers. Among those papers were 
maps of cities my parents visited when 
| was young. | also remember the pas- 
tel tones of the aeronautical charts that 
my father knew how to read, the black 
and white photos and the slides of those 
trips, which we would look at every often, 
sometimes with someone who was visit- 
ing us, projected in my dark room... Ver- 
sailles, gold everywhere, great architec- 
tural constructions, a Square somewhere 
in the United Kingdom where, one rainy 
day, someone watered a gardened area 
with an umbrella and a hose. 


| was never interested in city maps, 
nor am | very good with them. | also re- 
member the folds that were peeled and 
sometimes broken by their use. | also ar- 
chive. Today, almost all of us archive and 
are archived (Blasco, 2009). Perhaps due 
to acertain tendency to escape from the 
here and now, for a gluttony of stories or 
to understand where my feet are, | fre- 
quently ask what the neighbourhood in 
which | live was like, so few meters away 
from the encounter with rural uses of 
space and land. Today it is a city but a few 
years ago there were vineyards. The bus 
passes but sometimes horses and cows 
that untie themselves from their moor- 
ings roam and go in search of the inter- 
stices of pasture, between the houses 
and the street, which still does not cover 
the river of cement channelled by public 
policies and a very particular conception 
of progress. 
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Those of us who have the immense 
fortune to work on what we like and have 
enough evidence that our work is val- 
ued by those who matter to us, whether 
we work in academic environments or in 
our own projects that are developed in- 
dependently and collaboratively, we usu- 
ally question with a certain periodicity if 
what we do really helps, if it contributes 
to the society in which we live, if we cre- 
ate the appropriate formats to socialize 
and share the results of projects and 
research. Working with collective mem- 
ories has this implicit challenge. Does it 
make sense to bring to the people, with 
whom we have a ‘mate’ infusion by the 
fire or in a kitchen, a paper published in 
a serious academic review? Is that the 
best strategy to circulate the emerged 
memory and the knowledge built, many 
times by hand and collectively? On the 
other hand, years of field diaries, audio- 
visual records, sound recordings are 
accumulating and the yellow folders on 
computers or external memory devices 
gain weight as the recording devices fall 
in price and the qualities of the recording 
formats improve. Today almost anyone 
can film, photograph, record and share 
whatever they want. Not only those who 
work with non-official memories as a 
job make records, contribute to uncov- 
er stories, reconstruct processes and 
create archive with more or less open 
access. The bearers of the memories 
themselves make claims for justice, hu- 
man rights, combat the silencing, docu- 
ment the existence of their community, 
and construct their own stories (Giraldo, 
2018; Gutiérrez ed. alter, 2020). They 

are people who generation after 

generation have been stripped 

of their lands and uprooted from 

their territories, who look for their 

disappeared relatives, build testi- 

monies and documents, generate 
archives that support and sustain their 
struggles, while the access to other ar- 
chives is denied to them (Rodriguez ed. 
alter, 2020; Da Silva Catela, 2011). 


We all archive, yes. But for different 
reasons, circumstances and _ histories, 
allowing and promoting access to these 
constructs is not so frequent. Far from 
detracting from professional archivists, 
in recent years it has been very comfort- 
ing to note the openness they have had 
to the consideration and appreciation of 
the so-called minor archives. In addition 
to producing critical reflection on these 
“other” archives, today, activist archivo- 
logists and organizations are providing 
training that any citizen can access, even 
online . These professionals engage with 
social experiences in which they can 
contribute with their science and also 
with their craft. The institutions where 
they find paid work, however, are slower 
and less inclusive in their interests. 


The practices around archive collec- 
tions are not restricted to safeguarding 
the assets but they are also “instruments 
to overcome oblivion in the face of ex- 
iled or denied life forms in official and 
hegemonic accounts” (Chavarria, 2017). 
Content dissemination and socialization 
is therefore necessary. 


| am going to refer here to a person- 
al starting point and to two experiences 
that take place in specific rural territories, 
which | take as a reference when consid- 
ering internet as a means of accessing 
and disseminating sound and audiovisual 
records of collective knowledge, local his- 


tories and underground memories. Later 
| will comment on some aspects related 
to the reactivation of knowledge: the de- 
sign of circulation paths, and formats and 
strategies for the dissemination of con- 
tent, created and related in some way to 
oral, sound and audiovisual archives. 


Between 2006 and 2008 | contribut- 
ed to the creation of an oral and audio- 
visual archive in which the inhabitants 
of the villages themselves produced 
the recordings, after some activities in 
which approach strategies and topics to 
be addressed were agreed and ways to 
ask were experimented. It was intended 
to give importance to people, their ways 
of life and language, linked most of the 
cases to rural areas of a northern de- 
partment of Uruguay. For the region, far 
from the capital of the country, the pro- 
posal was novel and in a certain sense 
successful, since as a result video foot- 
ages were made with explanations of the 
productive life of places that are now de- 
populated and of which there are no pub- 
lications; life stories and explanations 
of rural trades in which men and wom- 
en specialized, experiences of farm- 
ers, ranchers, musicians, possessors of 
multiple knowledge that allowed them to 
live and stay in small towns and places. 
However, after the motivation to carry out 
these memory exercises was satisfied, in 
which some took the initiative to “regis- 
ter” and others agreed to be “registered” 
or interviewed, in the immediate future 
no one needed to look at those record- 
ings, those photos with information and 
written explanations, or to listen to those 
digitized voices. They are narrations and 
reflections of materialities that only with 
the passage of time seem to be valued 
and although their usefulness is well 
known by researchers, it is rare that any 
user, such as a library, requests access 
to this type of document. Perhaps for this 
reason and because it implies a certain 
structure of conservation and human re- 
sources for its management, shortly af- 
ter the end of the project that gave origin 
to it, the archive went into oblivion until 
it was recently donated to a municipal 
culture department, who received it with- 
out greater emotion. The furniture in the 
family home is kept in perfect condition. 
In the city where | worked, far from the 
family home, the content of what | called 
“archive” made with the collaboration of 
a few people under the protection of a 
religious institution, today is packaged in 
cardboard boxes and in that way, it liter- 
ally doesn’t exist. 


How to access the deep meaning that 
people give to their own actions, when we 
are not part of that culture? Certainly ask- 
ing is not enough. It is not due to lack of 
will and many times it is not lack of con- 
fidence. Meaning is accessed by feeling; 
and sometimes, even if it is very personal, 
it is recognized by sharing. The two expe- 
riences that | am going to mention refer to 
approaches to rural or peasant cultures 
carried out over several years, which fol- 
lowed completely different methodolo- 
gies. In both cases, there was a moment 
of inflection in which those responsible or 
the creators decided to give public access 
to the fruits of their research and projects, 
formally adopting the archival identity: Pa- 
tricia Chavarria Traditional Culture Archive 
(Chile) and Binaural Nodar Digital Archive 
(Portugal). These operations required de- 
fining strategies to occupy spaces on the 
Internet, as well as making decisions as 
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to what to exhibit in that medium, in what 
format and duration, how to describe it so 
that someone chooses to consult it and 
how to contextualize with additional in- 
formation external to the document, what 
type of licenses to use and what permis- 
sions to grant or not, to mention just a few 
key choices. 


The Patricia Chavarria Traditional 
Culture Archive is named after its crea- 
tor, artist and researcher in south-cen- 
tral Chile who has been immersed in 
traditional peasant chantings for more 
than 50 years. In the areas of Bio Bio 
and Maule this art is cultivated predom- 
inantly by women and through chanting 
Chavarria has accessed the deep roots 
of that culture. Represented as a circu- 
lar diagram in which agricultural produc- 
tion and cosmosensitivity dialogue and 
alternate, between spatial, intimate and 
collective dimensions, it proposes its un- 
derstanding and knowledge through the 
access to photographs, filming, poetry, 
recitations, music and synthesis and in- 
terpretative writing about what she con- 
ceptualized as “the agrarian cycle and 
peasant worldview” (Chavarria, 2017). A 
calendar that represents linear time as 
conceived by western culture as well as 
the cyclical time of life, of the relationship 
between the individual and the group, 
the flow between heaven and earth, the 
invisible, the sacred and the resignified 
instituted, both intellectually and bodily. 


The constituted archive, catalogued, 
ordered and managed became a tool that 
enables the production and recovery of 
senses of solidarity, affection, humanity 
and respect existing in the studied villag- 
es and peasant communities (Ibid.). It al- 
lows access to information and promotes 
its reactivation, which also ensures, from 
another level, its conservation. That is 
why | previously cited “an instrument to 
overcome oblivion.” 


Another of the cases that | take as 
a reference is the path travelled by the 
cultural organization Binaural Nodar, co- 
ordinated and directed by Luis Costa, 
which has been interacting with various 
rural communities located in central 
Portugal, Viseu Dao Lafées region, for 
fifteen years. During this period, there 
were different approaches regarding the 
actions to be carried out in the territory 
of action and the weight and emphasis 
given to the component called “archive” 
has changed, while always working in 
areas of experimentation, creation and 
education, in both analogue and digital, 
multimedia formats. 


The Binaural Nodar Digital Archive 
now has a privileged and prominent 
place on its website , so much so that it 
has acquired its own identity and is the 
section that gathers the greatest amount 
of information and elements . In fact, it 
works as an interactive interface with a 
puzzle language, in which the figure that 
links the pieces is the concept with which 
they have been grouped (by project, by 
municipality or by geographical area with 
map language) and not nature or type 
of object (experimental video, sound re- 
cord, sound piece, radio program, inter- 
view, etc.). It also includes an essential 
tool for users looking for specific infor- 
mation: a search bar that gives access to 
topics by providing labels with which all 
the materials have been characterized. 

But what materials? It is not about 
the raw recordings, but elaborations, 
syntheses or cuts that have been made 
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for public consultation, based on themes 
and approaches carried out throughout 
the history of the cultural organization, 
among which the cycles of linen and rye 
and associated practices, social chang- 
es in recent decades and emigration 
can be highlighted, although there are 
many others. The pieces are usually the 
components with which various products 
have been made: publications, docu- 
mentaries, didactic materials for edu- 
cational centres and museums, CDs of 
experimental and choral music, etc., to 
name a few. Each of the publications, re- 
cords, documentaries or films has been 
presented at local events with the pres- 
ence and exchange with those who have 
participated in one way or another in the 
development of these elements, as well 
as in other types of circuits in which is- 
sues of heritage and education are rel- 
evant. Sometimes the circulation path 
has some characteristics that allow it to 
reach more diverse audiences that live in 
the most immediate areas in which the 
work was made, such as the creation of 
radio programs that broadcast locally as 
well as the publication on the Internet of 
each of the programs. 


Of all the possibilities that Binau- 
ral Nodar has explored with respect to 
the design of strategies to disseminate, 
share and socialize the fruits of the pro- 
jects in which it has participated, | am go- 
ing to detain myself on a narrative that in- 
tegrates soundscapes, field recordings, 
instances of work with collective mem- 
ories, individual interviews and the voice 
of the researcher: the podcast series “Da 
serra para a fabrica” (“From the mountain 
to the factory”) that was part of the 
European project “Where the city 
loses its name”) that addresses 
the massive emigration of inhab- 
itants from a specific rural area, 
the Montemuro mountain range, 
to the city of Lisbon, during the second 
half of the 20th century. There they set- 
tled in the Marvila area, where factories, 
industries, small warehouses and other 
job opportunities were concentrated. The 
podcasts reconstruct various aspects of 
life in precarious housing, made with light 
materials in small and crowded spaces, 
without sanitation and without services 
(electricity and running water): the so- 
called shantytowns. There are stories of 
family strategies, of children and young 
people who left their village to settle in an 
unknown world, and of collective strate- 
gies to build community and reproduce 
certain cultural aspects. 


In the first chapter, “O meu mapa do 
bairro” (“My neighbourhood map”), the 
narrative device appeals to cartography 
in order to reconstruct a space that no 
longer exists, or at least is not visible to 
those who did not experience it. A cer- 
tain map becomes materialized in the 
imagination of the listener, based on the 
choice of certain elements that do exist 
or pretend to exist: two interviews carried 
out at different historical moments, with 
different people, who, edited in counter- 
point, dialogue; the sound design of vehi- 
cles that move between past and present 
and of spaces that connect the unnamed 
and the evoked; the discussion between 
people who lived in Marvila but today re- 
turned to areas close to their villages of 
origin and gathered around a table at a 
library in Castro Daire, they predispose 
themselves to share some of their mem- 
ories, whatever was possible to say in that 
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moment and in that place, and drawing a 
map on paper. The voice of the podcast 
author works as an integrating element, 
it doesn’t hide the authorship and gives 
himself poetic licenses to incorporate 
with his voice, experiences of several in- 
terviewees, proposing a collective voice 
fiction to make interpretations of what is 
said and what is not said. 


If memories are like drops of water, 
working with memory recordings implies 
the construction of technologies that al- 
low us to recall flows, learn to frame var- 
ious liquid bodies, not to store them but 
to understand possible resonances and 
channellings, if the necessary agree- 
ments exist or are so desired. 


| am grateful to the people who ac- 
cept to be recorded, who speak to and 
think about the ones they don’t know, an- 
other in some place of time, who is the 
recipient of their explanatory effort, of 
the sensitivity that they engage in giving 
their version. | am grateful for their trust 
and | thank them for their questions and 
memories, which allow me, despite being 
in another place, to listen, to feel, to read 
(which is also to listen), to look and touch 
their lives. But | am even more grateful to 
the authors of the archives that are made 
available, for not resting on the word of 
their interviewees and for stubbornly 
and creatively appeal to the invention 
of opportunities, contexts and narrative 
devices that are able to humidify the 
less thoughtful layers of our society, with 
which they water (maybe without know- 
ing it) our most buried seeds, those that 
awake from the unconscious in order to 

move and transform us. 
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Da serra para a fabrica: https://sound- 
cloud.com/binauralmedia/sets/binau- 
ral-radio-rural Podcast BRR! Binaural Ra- 
dio Rural, chap.1. Text, voice, composition 
and sound edition by Luis Costa. Sound 
recordings by Maile Colbert, Nely Ferrei- 
ra and Luis Costa. Musical performance 
by the Concertina Group of the House of 
Castro Daire in Lisbon. Length: 26:57. 


Community Archiving Workshop 
https://communityarchiving.org/about- 
caw/ 


Origenes: https://apporigenes.blog- 
spot.com/p/instrucciones-para-uti- 
lizar-la.html Application. Co-designed by 
Tehuelche, Camusu, Aike and Kopolke 
communities of Southern Patagonia and 
Simon Robinson. Downloaded in Octo- 
ber 2020. 


Photo 
captions 


P. 32 “Chinese” shantytown (Marvila, 
Lisbon) by the end of the 1970s. 

P.34 ~~ Ryericks and ox-cart in the Mon- 
temuro mountain range (Castro Daire) in 
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the 1960s. 


P. 34-35 Postcard of men and women 
preparing a threshing floor for rye in a vil- 
lage of Montemuro mountain range (Cas- 
tro Daire). (1960s). 

P.35 Rogério “Pipi” greets two of 
his former colleagues at Sport Lisboa e 
Benfica, Bastos and Jacinto. 


P. 37 Entrance of shack n° 1456 at 
Quinta do Marqués de Abrantes (“Chi- 
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nese” shantytown) with vegetables col- 
lected from the garden. 


P.38 One of the sections of National 
Soap Society. 

P.39 Entrance of National Soap Soci- 
ety. 

P.44 Prefab houses at PRODAC (As- 


sociation for productivity in self construc- 
tion) neighbourhood. 


AltArt 
Cluj 


Letter from 
the roller- 
coaster 


Hi, I’m Istvan, and | came to Pata Rat 
for the first time in 2010, with the evic- 
tions from the Coastei street. | have been 
involved in several projects since then - 
for example in the Pata project, the one 
with the housing. Over the years, | have 
met many of you, Pepe, Rita, Mihalcea, 
and many others. We became friends, 
we hated each other, we became friends 
again. As in life. My memories are a kind 
of emotional roller coaster, and | admit 
it’s also full of holes. And today | want to 
write exactly about that, about memories 
and memory. 


This newspaper you hold in your hand 
marks the end of a European project in 
which we did the workshops with children 
and youth you’d remember. It was that 
project with Emese, Iza, Luci, Adi and 
others, and in which we took Mita, Aran- 
ka, Milu, Delia, Robert, Costelus, Olga, 


and many others to workshops in 
the Railway Park or in the Turzii 
Gorges. 


This project “When the City Loses 
its Name” deals with memory. More pre- 
cisely, the memory of those who move, 
who change their living space, often 
against their will. | would like to tell you 
what | learned from this project. Maybe 
“learned” is a lot to say. | think that “what 
thoughts have passed through me, and | 
have not forgotten them yet” - is a more 
precise wording. | know it can be even 
more painful - especially when in Pata 
everything seems so temporary and 
short-lived. Let’s begin. 


First of all, | confess that | live like 
a donkey in the fog. | see one meter in 
front, | see one meter in the back, | bow 
my head and go forward. | have no idea 
what’s ahead, | have no idea what’s be- 
hind me. Whatever disappeared in the 
fog, is gone forever. It’s simple. But it’s 
not really like that. 


What you think you haven't forgotten, 
many times you’ve actually forgotten. So 
am I. It happens to me that after | tell a 
story several times, | don’t even know 
what it was like originally. So are you. In 
his text in this newspaper, Pepe tells how 
the people of Pata try to keep their mem- 
ories - but every time | tell them, they 
change them alittle. 


The opposite is also true: what you 
think you forgot, actually you did not for- 
get. It’s like a whisper in you, which you 
don’t hear clearly, you may not even no- 
tice it, but which always tells you what 
and how to do. 
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Information sign about PRODAC 
(Association for productivity in self con- 
struction) neighbourhood. 


P.46 Fatima Silva and sister walk 
through a road next to the “Chinese” 
shantytown, in the area of the so-called 
“water tube” (1980s). 


Fatima Silva’ mother brings wa- 
ter from the communal water fountain to 
her shack. 


Is it possible that something similar 
also happens with those parts of the 
collective memory that we ‘seem’ to 
have forgotten? 


For example, at the age of 53, | discov- 
ered that | cut bread like my mother, and | 
talk to saleswomen like my grandfather. 
Maybe you have some of this in you, too. 


There is an embodied memory, 
transmitted through the repetition of 
gestures and ways of talking. Amem- 
ory that isn’t passed through words 
said or written. This memory also has a 
collective dimension. 


And there is a third aspect: some- 
times there are things we would like to 
forget, but we can’t. And it keeps haunt- 
ing us. As Rita tells us - for example 
about her eviction, in the interview from 
this newspaper. 


We each have a memory manage- 
ment system - both individually and col- 
lectively. | have already mentioned the 
individual level above. And when | say 
collective, | mean how people use each 
other’s brains, as a kind of closet, a kind 
of pantry with memories. For example, 
in our family stories circulate. What was 
it like when Grandpa was at the front? | 
forgot it, but | can still ask my mother. Or 
how was that famous recipe of my grand- 
ma? Maybe | know it and | can tell my sis- 
ter. Pepe, in his text, when he remembers 
his grandfather’s stories - how he was 


P.47 Fatima Silva in the day of her 
first communion. Photo taken inside the 
family’s shack (early 1980s). 


P.48 José Carneiro’s ID card at Na- 
tional Soap Society. 


P.49 Commemorative medal of the 
67 strike days by workers at the National 
Soap Society in 1978 (José Carneiro). 


tricked - does exactly this. He keeps re- 
membering, keeps the ball rolling. 


At the collective level, this process 
is expanding. Neighbors tell stories. The 
community tells stories. All Pata tells 
stories. This is how memory is main- 
tained - until it is lost in the fog. 


So memory is weakness and 
strength, both. It can demolish you and 
strengthen you. In principle it is good to 
know where you come from, because it 
gives you stability, a meaning - that is, if 
it doesn’t make your life so difficult that 
you would rather forget everything. Pepe 
writes about this, too, when he says how 
men buy cigarettes and beer only to for- 
get where they live. 


But we know the past is something 
you'll never get rid of. When you go 
somewhere, people first ask you: where 
are you from? And when you answer, not 
only an entire space is drawn in the lis- 
teners’ heads (see Rita’s childhood story 
in the interview) but also a time, a whole 
past. And the listeners immediately cata- 
logue you, label you, and often judge you. 


That’s why it’s hard to be from Pata. 
You need your past, but your past does 
not benefit you in a world full of prejudic- 
es. You can’t even get rid of it completely, 
because then you may feel that you are 
losing your roots. So what do you do? 
What do you cut, and what do you leave? 
What do you build from what you left? 
What else do you put on top of it? Hard 
to answer. Pepe says that Pepe from Cluj 
died when he was deported to Pata. Rita 
no longer feels Rita from Cluj anymore. 
She is Rita from Pata now. This is why 
management of memories is difficult, 
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and especially the construction of the fu- 
ture based on them. 


The organising of memories is difficult, 
their forms are so varied. 


We are dealing with these things in this 
project that we are now concluding. Basi- 
cally, with the ways people manage their 
memories. We did tens of workshops. 
Creative writing. Theater. Poetry. Move- 
ment. Music. At the workshops we chose 
to work with children and young people, 
but we also worked with adults - for exam- 
ple in the Women’s Cafes proposed by Iza. 


We chose to work with children and 
young people for several reasons. Once, 
because they are the ones most reliably 
available as per their schedule. But espe- 
cially because we felt important growing 
memory in a child, and therefore growing 
hope in children. Read the interview with 
Pepe about the workshops. 


In the last two years, during the work- 
shops with Luci, Cristina, Raul and Petro, 
we tried to do three things: dig for memo- 
ries, translate memories, and build mem- 
ories. Digging for memories means ask- 
ing children about their memories. 


When we are speaking about memory 
we don’t tend to question children 
because it is assumed that they don’t 
have memory. But this is not true. Per- 
haps they have a memory that doesn’t 
go back as far as adults, but it is still a 
memory of something past. 


How it was at school, what they do in their 
free time, or at home. To talk about their 
families. Translating memories means 
working together to express these mem- 
ories in new formats. That’s how children 
came to write Japanese poems - haikus. 
That’s how children came to write thea- 
tre plays. That’s how they got to dance, to 
draw, to write stories. To build memories 
means that we try to take them to places 
that they will then remember fondly. La 
Salina Turda. In the Turzii Gorges. 


Pepe puts it so well in his text: when 
the child goes to school and someone 
asks him what he did in the summer, 
what does he say? It’s good that he can 
also say that he went to Salina Turda and 
how nice it was. In the same way, the 
child enters in line with the world in the 
class, builds a status, or at least does not 
lag behind. That’s why memories are im- 
portant. But not only. Somehow, the past 
overtakes us. Past becomes future. | feel 
that we all pour our energies through our 
tea filter of memories, and what comes 
out as an action (and shapes our future) 
has the color and taste of our past. 


The linearity of our western idea of 
time may be an obstacle for thinking 
about memory. In reality, the past is 
always acting on the present and con- 
ditioning the future. It is never some- 
thing that has fully been and gone. 


So now, at the end of the project, we 
will collaborate again with Raul and Pet- 
ro, to make a kind of play, from what the 
children said, from what materials they 
collected. This action is in the memory 
translation category. The initial memories 
are transcribed, formatted, transformed, 
played in another setting - theater. But 
the action has two more purposes. Once, 
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to give this material back to the commu- 
nity to build new memories from them. 
And two, so that we can give this materi- 
al back to the larger Cluj community - to 
give them memories about what it is and 
how it is in Pata. 


And after that, the project is really 
done. | hope we’ll continue to work to- 
gether though, for example in this project 
with the community radio, Radio Pata. We 
hope to see and hear each other with joy 
and love there, too. 


You know, | recently read that shout- 
ing on the roller coaster has been banned 
in fun parks in Japan. What? All that up 
and down, and no one is shouting? That’s 
what a ghost train looks like to me. How 
can you keep all those feelings in you? 
What’s the point of it all then? Where’s 
the fun? Somehow, this was our thought 
in this project, too: let’s see how on this 
roller-coaster of memory, people let go 
of themselves: what do we shout and cry 
about? Why do we hold in? What do we 
laugh about? For us, now, when we get off 
the rollercoaster, our memories flow into 
our veins and give us strength. We hope 
so it does to all participants. 


Memories of 
Pepe 


My name is Fechete Petru Alexandru, 
friends call me Pepe, | am 36 years old, | 
was evacuated twice: 1998 and in 2010. | 
am a Romanian citizen of Roma ethnicity, 
born and raised in Cluj. |am a Roma rights 
activist and work as a community facilita- 
tor in a Pata2 social inclusion project. 


| grew up in the Manastur neighbor- 
hood until | was 13 years old. | remember 
that | stayed for a few years on Vidraru 
Street 17-19 on the ground floor... (and now 
when | pass by and see the places | wake 
up long forgotten memories), for exam- 
ple: how my grandmother called me from 
the window to come to drawing house 
or that potatoes are ready with eggs (my 
menu until the age of 15). Sometime af- 
ter the 1989 Revolution, my grandparents 
decided to sell the 3-room apartment | 
lived in and buy something smaller. They 
exchanged the apartment for a comfort 1 
studio located on Bucegi Street no. 11 on 
the 5th floor (the Kaiser beer block from 
Union) and some money difference, | don’t 
know what amount, but | know it wasn’t 
something wow. | remember not liking the 
feeling of moving and | felt bad because | 
live in one room with my grandparents. | 
was Sad for you. that | didn’t have my own 
space, especially since school was start- 
ing, and | had to go to first grade... 
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Life often seems to retreat rather 
than move forward. How to explain to 
a child that he/she will live in a more 
precarious situation? What traumas 
will persist throughout life? 


At school | experienced for the first 
time what racism and discrimination 
mean. | remember entering the class- 
room, giving flowers to the teacher and 
sitting on the bench. | was in the row next 
to the wall in the 2nd or 3rd bench, | don’t 
remember my colleague. He was pres- 
ent in class. every child when he heard 
his name stood up and answered a set of 
questions: 1) where do your parents work, 
2) what ethnicity do you have, 3) what de- 
nomination are you. 


| remember that | had great emotions, 
| wasn’t sure what | would answer, at home 
my grandparents told me that | was a gyp- 
sy and not to be ashamed (sometimes | 
was ashamed because my grandfather 
was browner). 


Like we were saying, some barraquis- 
tas are also reluctant to talk, out of 
embarrassment, of their past. The 
declassing, ‘whiteening’ and the 
de-identifying in general, are the result 
of a process of dispossession that is 
not material but symbolic. 


The lady calls me, | stand up, and | an- 
swer the first question... 


| told the teacher that my mother 

worked in the brick factory and my father 

that | didn’t know. Immediately after that 

he asked me if my parents were 

married. | didn’t know what to say 

because | didn’t know what that 

marriage was. The next question 

was simple, | knew what | was, | 

told him | was a gypsy, and at the 

last | told him | was Orthodox. After he 

finished shouting the catalog, he moved 

me alone to the last bench where | stayed 
until | finished elementary school. 


This situation seems to come out of 
a fiction book set in an intolerant and 
totalitarian regime. 


When | was about 8-9 years old, my 
grandparents went as guarantors for 
the owner where my grandmother, Au- 
relia (Aranka), worked as a housekeeper 
and cooked. | remember that the own- 
er’s name was Denes and he was a big 
bastard, he stabbed a few more families 
because they pledged their apartments 
for him and stayed on the roads... but my 
grandparents didn’t know that and they 
also went to guarantee with the studio for 
his financial loan. 


Denes did not comply with his ob- 
ligation, and did not repay the loan, as 
a result the creditor came to recover 
the damage from us. Years of lawsuits 
followed, trips to court, quarrels in the 
house, reproaches and finally the divorce 
of grandparents. In 1997 | received the 
court sentence and the evacuation order. 
They let us know that we have one year to 
vacate the house. 


A year later, in the early morning of 
1998, gendarmes knocked on the door 
with the executor and evacuated us. | 
was terrified of friends and neighbors 
seeing me... he put our things and furni- 
ture in a trailer and we went to my mother 
on Coastei Street in Marasti. 


We have many people who lived 
there, cousins, aunts, uncles, etc. | knew 
that the living conditions on that street 
were awful... because | sometimes went 
there to visit my mother or to play with my 
cousins, Pety, Bibicu and many others. 
There was no shower or bath in the com- 
munity at that time, so you couldn’t wash 
or defecate. People were washing at the 
hatchery and the toilet was outside in the 
bushes. | remember it was late fall, there 
was mud on the street, and the houses 
in the community looked like huts com- 
pared to the studio block | was recently 
evacuated from. Suddenly, | realize what 
| lost... deeply saddened, | began to cry. 
| was angry, | refused to believe it was 
true. | was sorry that | arrived on Coastei 
Street. But | had no choice, | had to en- 
dure... 


In 2010, Coastei Street was changed, 
people greatly improved their living con- 
ditions. some people, but not everyone. 
The community looked pretty decent, 
people connected to utilities, and some 
people had a bathroom with shower in 
the house. 


Assuming that there are also positive 
processes or moments is perhaps 
important for the denunciation of de- 
teriorating conditions to be made with 
solid arguments. 


It was on the eve of Christmas, Decem- 
ber 14, | was working at dawn on the 
porch in front of my house, covered with 
polystyrene. | remember seeing the 
neighbor on the street named Stanga 
Batranu, just then he was going up the 
hill, he was coming home from work (he 
was working on sanitation). He greets me 
and tells me not to do anything because 
he is demolishing us. | didn’t take him se- 
riously, | Knew he was always joking and 
kidding, and | laughed. 


The next day, on December 15, | was 
woken up early in the morning (6 o’clock) 
by the insistent knocks on the door of the 
Gendarmes who were accompanied by 
the Local Police. | woke up scared and 
opened them, they identified me and 
gave me a paper. They told me that they 
are demolishing us, and if | want a house, 
| have to apply by 16:00 at the town hall 
in Marasti. 

For a few hours | had hoped that we 
would get a house somewhere in the city, 
| was naive and | thought it was a spell, 
but this dream was quickly shattered by 
the rumors circulating in the community: 
that it was moving us to Pata Rat. 


People in the community began to 
panic, crying, fearing that they would be 
left with children on the streets during 
the winter. It was cold outside -20 de- 
grees, the leaders of that time Puti, Titi 
Batranu and others made calls in Bucha- 
rest, at the Roma Party, tried to enter the 
building of the CI to talk to Tise, with the 
mayor fifty-fifty, but without result, the 
evacuation will take place. We were all 
frustrated, the morning passed and we 
still didn’t know where they would move 
us, we didn’t know the date, the place, the 
bait. | only received a no. Recording and 
both... again we expect my executioners, 
again from O, and humiliation and shame! 
Why, my God!? | was thinking to myself. 


| gather on the floor and have the 
brilliant idea to go to Pata Rat to see 
if the rumors were true and if there are 
new blocks of flats built there. | took my 
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cousin Pety with me, got on the trolley, 
and went. It was the first time | visited the 
ethnically segregated ghetto, | was horri- 
fied by what | saw, | froze, the area looked 
worse than | expected. 


What public policies allow these night- 
mares to happen? What goes on in the 
minds of politicians when they know 
that these places exist under their 
noses? 


Smoke, dirt, garbage, sad people, many 
aggressive dogs, nightmare. Somewhere 
up a hill, above the Dallas community, 
there are some buildings... they were 
newly built living modules. The access 
road to the modules was not paved, | 
went into the mud up to my ankles, un- 
til | reached the building, | found on the 
spot some workers who put ceilings or 
made some repairs (plaster, mounted 
doors, etc.). | asked them if | knew who 
would be moved to the modules. They 
said they didn’t know for sure, but they 
thought they were gypsies from Maras- 
ti. We filmed to prove it and returned to 
the community to let our neighbors know 
about the danger that awaits us. Once 
back on Coastei Street, we entered Pu- 
ti’s house, where almost all the men from 
the community gathered to prepare for 
what was to come. Representatives of 
the Roma party were also there, discuss- 
ing all sorts of Sf scenarios, beating the 
plains and believing that only families liv- 
ing without legal forms would go to Pata 
Rat, the rest who had rental contracts 
would receive housing in the city. | inter- 
vened and showed them the pictures and 
the filming, they didn’t believe me. That 
night no one slept... finally we decided to 
wait for them and stop the evacuation at 
least until spring comes. 


Around 5:30 a.m., dozens of local 
police and gendarmes gathered at the 
end of the street. After a few minutes, 
the representatives of the mayor’s of- 
fice arrived with the executor. They were 
accompanied by workers who came and 
disconnected us from utilities (gas, wa- 
ter, electricity, cable-internet). | protested 
for a few hours, | didn’t let them in on the 
street. It’s getting dark, PL has formed a 
cordon to protect the public servants who 
came to announce the selected people. A 
lady had some files in her hand and start- 
ed shouting: “Petrean Dorel, he wants a 
house! Dorel Shyly accepts for fear of not 
being on the road, but he is immediately 
charged by Puti and other neighbors who 
refused the contract because they knew 
that they will reach the landfill. 


The number of those who accepted 
the houses in Pata Rat was increasing 
significantly and the collective resist- 
ance against evictions was drastically 
decreasing. 


One of the biggest challenges in 
community movements is how to deal 
with differences of opinion within the 
community. A community with a single 
voice is literally impossible and prob- 
ably undesirable as in that situation 
many opinions would be silenced. 


The 40 families that were selected with- 
drew from the protest, being happy that 
they received something... among the 
“winners” were most of those who lived 
with legal forms on Coastei Street. Those 
considered “illegal”. A total of 36 families 


e 


were left homeless, did not receive a living 
space, not even at the city’s landfill. Mean- 
while bulldozers enter the street, demo- 
lition of houses begins. | ask a lady from 
the town hall why | was not selected, what 
were the award criteria? He answered me 
dryly. Do you have kids? | said no. Well, 
that’s why you didn’t get it. | also asked her: 
what am | doing, where am | going with my 
wife? She told me that we would receive 
20sqm of land and that we could do an im- 
provisation there... and that we could stay 
calm because no one was moving us from 
Pata Rat, the lady elegantly concluded the 
dialogue. | accept my fate and mentally 
prepare for deportation... 


The whole story is just terrifying... 


| took my things and furniture out into 
the street to be transported to the ghetto. 
| dismantled the house where | lived with 
my own hand, | didn’t let them demolish 
it with the bulldozer. 


At the end of the day, | got on the bus 
to be deported... the street was radiat- 
ed, nothing was whole, there was rubble 
everywhere. My furniture and belongings 
were transported to my new colony in 
Pata Rat, from where they were stolen in 
a few nights. 


In the overcrowded houses there 
was no room for closets and they were 
stored outside. Neighbors who received 
housing were in solidarity and offered 
shelter until spring. 


On average, in a 16 sq m module, 10- 
12 people slept, and the toilet was shared 
in the hallway. 


| was shocked, | lost everything 
| had in one day, | lost my life and 
human dignity, | lost both physi- 
cally and spiritually. | remember it 
was the saddest holidays, no one 
went caroling in the community, no one 
had fun. 


It was hard to adapt to the new life, 
but we did not give up hope of escaping 
from Pata Rat. We organized at the com- 
munity level and together with the help 
of several civic activists we set up the 
community association of Roma from 
the Coast. Together we organized com- 
memorative protests against forced evic- 
tions and awareness campaigns about 
our case. 


In 2014, our work was rewarded 
thanks to some nice people. Oli, July and 
Gabi, experts from UNDP, we managed 
to become partners with the Coast Asso- 
ciation in the Pata-Cluj pilot project. The 
project had a housing component. | was 
very happy, finally the sun rises on my 
street. | was aware it is a unique opportu- 
nity to escape from hell. 


Partner in the project was also the Al- 
tArt foundation that did cultural activities 
and workshops with children and young 
people. 


Workshops and outings were always 
eagerly awaited. Children often said that 
they did not like where they lived at all, 
that it was ugly, because they were sur- 
rounded by garbage. They complained 
that they had no park to play in and that 
they wanted to go back to the city. 


There are not many role model adults 
in the community, some parents are 
abusive or totally not involved. The chil- 
dren from Pata Rat know everything that 
happens in the community, they hear 
everything, | think that the 10-year-olds 
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are more mature than the 20-year-olds 
who live in the city. 


Children know that not all violence 
within a segregated community is mo- 
tivated by the social condition of that 
community. Assuming that individual 
responsibility is also necessary is an 
important step towards real change. 


For most children, participating in 
cultural activities (theater, cinema, etc.) 
was the only pleasant memory they could 
share with their schoolmates. In the work- 
shops, children learned through play 
about moral values and learned new oc- 
cupations (painting, playing instruments, 
reporting). Because they were good in the 
end, they were rewarded with something 
good to eat (sandwich) and the promise 
that they would be taken on a day trip if 
they continued like this. They cherished 
these memories because even today they 
tell me about how Emese came to enroll 
them in workshops, that they went to the 
puppet theater and that they ate pizza.... 


In 2015, worried that young people 
and teenagers in the community drop out 
of school and use drugs... | decided not to 
stand aside and try to offer them support 
and guidance. | knew most of them as ba- 
bies, a few were my relatives, | felt sorry for 
them, they didn’t deserve to be robbed. | 
did a survey among them to find out what 
they are passionate about. | found out that 
they like football and martial arts... they 
were eager to enroll in sports but did not 
have the resources and facilities. 


| decided to ask for financial support 

from the management team of 

the Pata-Cluj project. They agreed 

and provided four monthly sub- 

scriptions to the Tengu Martial 

Arts Center for a period of 2 years 

+ equipment and return for round 

trip transportation (provided | accompa- 

ny them). To encourage teenagers, | also 

signed up for the martial arts room and 
went to training together. 


After a short time | noticed positive 
changes in behavior and attitude in boys. 
Contact sports gave them the self-confi- 
dence they lacked, gave them self-con- 
trol, mental and physical health. It was 
nice how long it lasted... but unfortu- 
nately when the funding ended, the boys’ 
healthy habits also ended. 


In 2017, together with my family, | 
submitted a file for the social housing of- 
fered by the project. This time | was eligi- 
ble and received an apartment. I’m glad | 
escaped, but the memory of the evacu- 
ation comes back every year in Decem- 
ber, it comes back like a boomerang and 
every time it hits where it hurts the most 
(at the heart). 


Impressive example of an action with 
impacts on a community's individual 
and collective resilience. 


It is important that there is now a role 
model for the rest of the people who re- 
mained captive at Pata Rat. There is the 
power of example and the living hope for 
a better future. 


My name 
is Rita from 
Coastel 


Memory preservation (D 


through storytelling 


A: What do you remember about life 
before Pata Rat? 


RITA: What do | remember... At 13, 
my mother was already giving birth to 
my brother, who’s older than me. She 
had me at 15 and we lived in a Roma 
colony on Busuiocului, that was the 
name of the street, Busuiocului Street, 
in Cluj-Napoca. When I was only 7 | al- 
ready had two more brothers, which | 
was taking care of because... my father 
was a great sportsman, but under the in- 
fluence of some friends at that time... he 
was stealing from people, chickens and 
whatnot. And so my father spent most of 
the time in prison, that’s why my moth- 
er raised us by herself, with the help of 
my grandfather. We were four siblings. At 
the age of 8 my mother sent me and my 
brothers to school... and we were very 
poor, as only my mother was working. A 
lot of times, we didn’t have sandwiches 
to take to school and we were bringing 
with us bread slices with oil and when 
classmates asked us what we brought 
for lunch, we told them it was bread 
with grease. And then they were asking 
“But where’s the grease?!” and we said 
it melted. It’s been a few years and the 
factory gave my mother a house. | was al- 
ready 14 when my mother was given the 
apartment on Aurel Vlaicu. There, my life 
changed completely as each of us had a 
bedroom; it was an apartment with four 
rooms. All of us children were in school, 
me, my brother, my sister Linda; she was 
always top of her class. 


A: You told me some time ago that 
you would like us to make a book and a 
movie about your life. Why do you think 
you need this right now? 


RITA: Because | want to... that’s what 
! wish for, for us to make a book that the 
youth would read and not only Roma 
youth, because in their life and their fu- 
ture, stuff like this will continue to hap- 
pen, you know? And then they’d be ready 
for the fight and would know how to fight 
for their rights. 


Good for Rita! 


One Friday afternoon | went to Pata 
Rat to talk to Greta Elena, best known in 
the community as Rita from Coastei. The 
purpose of my visit was not meant to be 
scientific nor analytical regarding the phe- 
nomenology of social processes that, in 
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Pata Rat, settle their fictious contribution 
in annihilating the identity of a culture, but 
even so | couldn’t ignore these aspects. 
Rita spoke to me about her life and while 
listening to her | realised how fantastic it 
is to be able to tell somebody about who 
we are and what we have, because, in 
some way, this really attests to our exist- 
ence - we live as long as our memory is 
being shared. Socio-psychologically, or 
just spiritually, in regards to our inner bal- 
ance as social beings, it is necessary for 
an individual to attest to its individuality, 
leaving his mark on the collective memory 
of his own community, therefore earning 
the right to say “Il am who | am and | lived 
here. | had my home, my family and | know 
I’m part of this social group.” 


Sometimes being part of a community 
seems like having a right of access that 
presupposes a minimum balance in 
terms of conscience and self-esteem. 
There are those who don’t even have 
the mental strength to be able to say 
“I'm part of something bigger than me”. 
That’s why psychological work is so 
important. 


Unfortunately, however, what happened 
after the evacuation of Coastei Street’ 
community in Pata Rat, community of 
which Rita is also a part, had an almost de- 
structive impact upon the personal iden- 
tity of the people, annihilating even the 
consciousness of their memory, through 
the forced suppression of the feeling of 
belonging, through exile and many other 
wheels (“methods”) that gradually rusted 
and got coated with a huge plexiglass, on 
which lies projected only the image of the 
landfill and which is being passed by with 
pricked ears, but closed eyes. Still, in spite 
of the trauma she lived after her evacua- 
tion, Rita tells me vividly and in detail all 
the unfolding of events, as if she knows it 
is crucial for her past to be told and retold 
constantly. If she surrendered to her mem- 
ories, she would lose the fight against her 
own memory and then against the memo- 
ry of the ones who unintentionally became 
her “brothers of fate” - the communities 
expelled in Pata Rat -, and this memory 
must triumph even beyond the invisible 
walls that surround Pata Rat under the 
impassive gaze of those who run the city. 
About Rita’s wish to underlie her mem- 
ories into a book, all | can say is this: the 
moment man is deprived from any social 
weapon through which to ensure individual 
continuity or the continuity of his commu- 
nity, his culture, he will return to a primor- 
dial act: the one of storytelling; he will tell 
his story. Since the less developed ages of 
humanity, man ensured the perpetuation 
of his memories through stories, which 
today became even excerpts of history. 
Books and films are memory preservation 
devices and, in the case of a person who 
has been repeatedly denied the belonging 
to a majority social group with exercised 
rights, they become weapons. 


Beyond, or alongside the mechanisms 
of remembering, are the acts of talking, 
the moments, situations and contexts 

in which bodies meet to tell their stories 
and have their stories listened to. 

What is the significance of coming 
together to tell each other our histories? 
In what way can these acts of speaking 
contribute to the struggle for rights that 
have been taken away? 
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The loss of identity 
through denial of 
personal property 


RITA: Since I’ve been in Pata Rat, 
since 2010, December 17th, my life, be- 
lieve me when | say, half of it has died. | 
don’t even know what kind of future | can 
offer to my children here. When | used to 
live on Coastei, Coastei Street in Cluj-Na- 
poca, | had everything, | had a kitchen 
room, | had all the utilities, | had running 
water in the yard, gas, electricity, inter- 
net, anything my kids wanted. They had 
access to everything, the library, gym, he 
had a football card. Believe me, they had 
lots of medals but they regressed since 
we came here. 


A: Can you tell me a little about how it 
was when you came here? 


RITA: It was December 2010 - don’t 
forget! - December 15th 2010. My two 
kids, Cristi and Robert, were in kindergar- 
ten. | was still living on Coastei, back then 
my yard was concreted, very nice, my hus- 
band painted everything, everything and 
we concreted our yard. We were prepar- 
ing for Christmas, for holidays, and on the 
15th came a lady named Fritea with some 
people from the city hall and with some 
papers, telling us that they’re going to 
move us, but without saying when it’s go- 
ing to happen. They’re going to move us, 
we’re going to receive some apartments. 
They gave papers to each of us and | don’t 
know if they signed it but I didn’t sign any- 
thing, | wasn’t even home and Mrs. Fritea 
signed in my place. 


Arbitrariness is one of the classic 
aspects of bureaucratic systems 
in totalitarian regimes but that 

is also present in democratic 
regimes. Often the flagrant 
inconsistency between politi- 

cal discourses and the almost 
invisible practice of state agents 
is a factor for citizenship revolt, 
which cannot be overlooked. 


On December 17th, at 4 in the morning 
the street was full of constabulary, jour- 
nalists; there were over 100 policemen, 
people from the city hall, those big trucks 
from Rosal. We went outside to see what 
was happening and they said to us ,,Pack 
your things fast, we’re going to move you 
to apartments”. You can imagine we didn’t 
pack anything. At 7 in the morning people 
from the electricity company came and 
cut us off even though we were up to date 
with our payments, our rent; they left us 
with nothing. They put me on a truck, they 
put my things on the truck, one quarter of 
the furniture | could bring with me, more 
than half | left back there, also the TV fell 
off the truck and nobody paid me for it. 
When | saw we were going towards the air- 
port | thought it can’t be that bad... When! 
saw where they were actually taking me... 
some of my Roma were already here, with 
their furniture in the street... There was 
snow to the knees, minus 25 degrees... 
My kids had frozen snot up their noses. 
When we got down | asked a lady there 
that was distributing contracts and she 
told me | can’t have it until | sign it. | told 
her “well give me some time to read it”. | 
saw there written two bedrooms, kitchen, 
bathroom, lobby, that there is parquet- 
ty, double glazed windows and | thought 
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still that it can’t be that bad. | signed the 
contract, that lady came to open the door, 
| entered the house with my kids and | 
asked her where the two rooms were and 
the parquetry, because there was linole- 
um on the floor. And she told me “Sort it 
out at the city hall”. Not long after my hus- 
band brought a fireplace, we brought two 
couches for the kids, it was a 16 square 
meters room and we were 13 people. My 
brothers-in-law didn’t get anything and 
they were 11 siblings. 

My husband made a little bit of heat... 
These modules were finished in two 
months, October and November... when 
my husband heated the house, can you 
imagine how much water was leaking 
from the walls? Towards the morning | was 
floating on water, | thought | peed myself, 
to be honest, so | went to the bathroom - 
the bathroom was in the lobby, was used 
by 4 families, 40 people, and had no hot 
water - | turned the lights on and | saw how 
much water was there, the blankets were 
full of water and the pillows, all in the house 
woke up. [...] My kids were crying everyday 
and were begging me to go back to our 
house on Coastei, because this wasn’t 
their home, asking me why we were here, 
why did they move us, what wrongs did we 
do to them, a lot of questions. 


When the migrants arrived in 
Barcelona and built their pre- 
carious barracas, in these early 
moments their living conditions 
were hardly different from those 
that Rita or Pepe describe in 
Pata Rat. However, psycholog- 
ically, their predisposicion was 
very different. Although their 
living conditions were, in some 
cases, objectively worse than 
those which they had left behind 
they came to the city seeking 
prosperity, full of hope and with 
a life project. In Pata Rat on the 
other hand, from the stories that 
Rita or Pepe have shared, the 
feeling was of desperation after 
having been literally thrown out 
of their homes and their city. 


Our home, the place where we spend 
most of the time in our life, has an impor- 
tant part in the defining the identity, in 
establishing a security of owning some- 
thing that’s ours upon which we can ex- 
ercise our wills and wishes, as we want 
to. Sometimes it is perhaps the only thing 
conferring us safety and in the moment 
this safety is taken from us abusively, we 
face the emergence of a chronic vulner- 
ability. 


When the migrants arrived in Barcelo- 
na and built their precarious barracas, 
in these early moments their living 
conditions were hardly different from 
those that Rita or Pepe describe in Pata 
Rat. However, psychologically, their pre- 
disposicion was very different. Although 
their living conditions were, in some 
cases, objectively worse than those 
which they had left behind they came to 
the city seeking prosperity, full of hope 
and with a life project. In Pata Rat on the 
other hand, from the stories that Rita 

or Pepe have shared, the feeling was of 
desperation after having been literally 
thrown out of their homes and their city. 


If we refer to the Pata Rat communities’ 
case, it must be firmly stated that this 
vulnerability will hover over them a long 
social-time, which means it will affect all 
of their future attempts to overcome their 
condition, which was imposed to them 
aggressively. Rita talks to me with a big 
smile about how she had her own house 
on Coastei, along with her family, a place 
where she had all the necessary opportu- 
nities for a decent living and for raising her 
children at the standards imposed by so- 
ciety. Now, the standards have remained 
the same, but the opportunities changed, 
or rather disappeared. It does not require 
any detailed psychological study to un- 
derstand that if you snatch a person from 
the bosom of the social environment in 
which she was already integrated and you 
banish her at the extremity of this environ- 
ment, you isolate her outside of this envi- 
ronment, she will be lost, she will abolish 
her personal identity and not because of 
the shock itself, but for survival. 


The personal space inside the home 
defines the pillars of individual identity, 
respectively of the collective one; follow- 
ing the deprivation of personal property, 
a loss of identity also takes place. It’s not 
about forgetting who you are, it’s just that 
who you are starts to matter less and less 
when your main goal is to try and rebuild 
your life from nothing, constantly asking 
yourself what was the fault that brought 
this kind of adjudgment upon you. 


This active interdependence between 
individual and collective identity seems 
to be a decisive factor to understand 
the motivations of communities that 
are not made up of homogeneous peo- 
ple, but of individual ‘personalities’ who 
want to meet in the common domain 
through an exercise of free will. 


The community on Coastei Street 
used to have their personal residences 
before being brought to Pata Rat and 
subsequently the majority of them found 
themselves in the position of accepting 
a house placed on a flooded floor and so 
35 families were left under the clear sky 
with three battens, being urged to build 
another home. The external social phe- 
nomenon which happened as the result 
of this aggressive evacuation was the 
following: the people from town came to 
associate the Pata Rat’ community with 
garbage, as a lot of them lost their jobs or 
had been unable to find work because of 
their social etiquette, and forgot that Pata 
Rat is still part of the city and if the city is 
ever to vanish, Pata Rat will remain. 


Where community 
becomes one 


RITA: And somehow, somehow, we 
had problems with the Roma from Da- 
las... they came over to beat us up. 

A: Why? 

RITA: ‘Cause why did they put us in 
these modules and not them,’ cause 
they were promised for them and in- 
stead they brought us from Marasti and 
moved us in them. And they came over 
with axes, with hatchets and bats to beat 
us up; they stole all our stuff from out- 
side,’ cause we couldn't fit everything in 
16 square meters. 
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Listening to stories from shantytowns 
in Lisbon it’s not uncommon to appear 
arguments about the division of the 
community into sub-groups that show 
hostility to each other, almost always 
because of discussions about sharing 
limited resources in situations of great 
socio-economic precariousness. 


A: Do you think the majority of these 
people lost their identities when they 
were moved to Pata Rat? 


RITA: They lost everything... their 
self-esteem... and the neighbours be- 
came very hostile with each other. They 
weren't talking to each other anymore, 
they isolated themselves inside the hous- 
es. For two years, nobody celebrated any 
holiday, the kids went caroling and nobody 
opened doors for them; everyone really 
changed since we arrived in Pata Rat. 


This is a very different model to that 
which was offered in the neighbour- 
hoods of barracas in L’Hospitalet, 
where the relationships of mutual aid, 
reciprocity, and solidarity were much 
more the norm, derived from a certain 
feeling of ‘togetherness’ within a 
shared situation, and the conviction of 
cooperating instead of competing to 
achieve common objectives. 


When we used to live on Coastei, be- 
fore we were moved, we were very good 
neighbours, the boys played football to- 
gether, the men played cards together. 
We were engaging a lot after work hours 
and were hanging out in the yard and on 
the street, we were going out for coffee. 
Here, we don’t do that; here, people are 
malicious and jealous. [...] Why do you 
think all of Europe knows us? Until we 
came here, nobody did anything for Pata 
Rat; When we came here that’s when the 
area became known; the ones before 
only came here for their projects and the 
poor Roma continued to stay here, think- 
ing they were stupid and unschooled. 
Well, when we came here we made our 
voice heard, we stated our rights, be- 
cause we knew them. I’m very involved 
for the community here and sometimes | 
don’t get from them the respect | expect. 


A: What are you doing for this com- 
munity? 

RITA: I’m doing a lot... any problem 
these people have, I’m going to the city 
hall and I present it, I’m doing the paper- 
work. If one of them didn’t pay the rent, 
I’m going to the city hall, | solve it, he 
pays the rent in installments, so it’s all 
good. | manage a shower for 80 families, 
| help the kids that go to school, | help 
the mothers, | tell them how to reach the 
hospital, the doctor, what they need to do 
with their babies. What | want to say is 
that around here nothing moves without 
my consent; if | am at work and they run 
out of water, no one takes the initiative to 
call to see why there isn’t any water, they 
wait for me to get back. 


This is a positive story, but in the me- 
dium or long term it can become prob- 
lematic, due to excessive dependence 
on one person. What if that person 
leaves the community? 
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One of the characteristics of the 
neighbourhood movements in the 
peripheries during the last years of 
the Franco regime and the first years 
of democracy, and crucial to their 
success, was their marked organisa- 
tion through assemblies, and although 
there were always leader figures, their 
role would have been irrelevant without 
the force of the involvement of numer- 
ous people in the struggles, the day to 
day of community organising. 


After the evacuation, a competition 
in terms of survival was inevitable be- 
tween the community that was already 
settled in Pata Rat and the newcomers; 
another thing that was inevitable was a 
detachment of the people from Coastei 
from everything that had meant commu- 
nity to them until then. In the first case, 
it is natural for the people from Dalas 
to perceive the ones from Coastei as a 
threat, to see them as enemies, for they 
are a threat in some way, regarding the 
collective goods, such as the modular 
houses. For the second part, the alien- 
ation of people from people is as well a 
survival tactic, this time the environment 
being the threat. The friendship doesn’t 
matter anymore, nor the fact that they 
used to be neighbours that hang out 
every evening for a chat, here it’s not 
Coastei Street, here it’s Pata Rat, here 
they aren’t residents of Coastei Street 
anymore, here they are the residents of 
Pata Rat. The only significant memory of 
the Pre-Pata Rat life it’s the name, which 
ironically remained Coastei. 


My name is! 


A: If | were to ask you who you are: 
Rita from Coastei in Cluj or Rita from 
Coastei in Pata Rat? 


RITA: I’m Rita from Coastei in Pata 
Rat and I haven't changed, I’m the same 
person, | just changed my mentality and 
my way of living, but I’m not giving up, be- 
cause I’m a strong woman and | go for- 
ward. My name is still Rita! 


RITA is the exponential example 
through which we prove that the desire 
to be remembered is sometimes much 
stronger than all the means of trying to 
reduce us to silence. The inner voice im- 
pels the feeling of our own conservation 
and thus the preservation of a commu- 
nity’ memory is achieved by the simple 
desire of continuing on living. What Rita 
does and maybe without even realising, 
is that she maintains the feeble balance 
of the social existence of Pata Rat only 
through talking about it. Talking has be- 
come a whole reconstructive mechanism 
of social trust for a group that has been 
constantly stigmatised, a machinery that 
purifies the air of vulnerability and not 
least, a hope that even those narrowed 
eyes watching them from offices located 
on the 10th floor of a luxurious immobile 
will certify that yes, they are and yes, they 
exist. Rita storytells, scolds, asks, begs, 
she complains, but she talks and this is 
how more people from Pata Rat began 
to storytell, to scold, to talk about them- 
selves and their life, about who they are; 
and that’s how, gradually, they compile 
and at the same time they salvage their 
collective memory. 
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For many years the barriquistas didn’t 
talk of their past. Neither did the city 
want to talk about this part of its past. 
We believe that, for some people, to 
find a place where they could talk of it 
and be listened to without prejudice, 
was somewhat liberating. 


When the name “Pata Rat” was careful- 
ly and calligraphically scribbled on the 
foreheads of the communities exiled 
there, nobody thought that actually the 
name was imprinted on an entire city. 
In an attempt to forget the embarrass- 
ing forename, different nicknames were 
searched that would end in “european”, 
but unfortunately in the birth certificate 
will stay written CITY - PATA RAT and their 
memory will permanently remain in the 
memory of the others. 


A fundamental part of our projects 
consists in reintroducing into the pub- 
lic sphere the memory of the barracas. 
To extend it beyond living testimonies 
so that we recognise not only the 
disgracefulness of a society that has 
tolerated the forms of social exclusion 
and oppression suffered by the bar- 
raquistas, but also its inalienable dig- 
nity and the potency of this information 
to construct the contemporary city. 


About 


[ Memories 


that shape 
your future 


Interview with Pepe 
about the workshops 
run in the When The 
City Loses Its Name 
project 


Pepe, how was the eviction 
for you? How it was for the 
younger ones? 


When we arrived in Pata, some of us 
were just babies. Those of us have no 
memory. Others, who came as adults, 
yes, have plenty. More than plenty even. 
What | do know is that with the depor- 
tation, the man | was, “Pepe from Cluj” 
died. If | wasn’t deported, | wouldn't 
be the man | am today, true. But then 


| lost everything, brother, my identity, 
everything. Physically and spiritually, my 
personal pride. That man then died, with 
the deportation. 


| think it is the same with the others. 
Few remember. Maybe those who had a 
better social status in the community be- 
fore the deportation, like Puti, who was sort 
of a boss. Florin Stancu, too. He worked, 
his yard was clean. So maybe these peo- 
ple still do take care of their memories. 


How do people take care of 
their memories? 


Taking care of memories is a strange 
thing. You know, people in general may 
tend to beautify their memories. 


Effectively. Many of the testimonies of 
old neighbours collected in the History 
Workshop of the CICdB were rich in re- 
lations of camaraderie and mutual aid. 
Although the solidarity between resi- 
dents of the neighbourhoods such as La 
Bomba is unquestionable, the stories 
only fleetingly mention the conflicts. 


That there was running water, that there 
was a feeling of brotherhood. Maybe there 
was, but not as much as in the memories. 
Both water and brotherhood. But with the 
story repeated so much, it can get altered, 
and a man believes every version of his 
story. This is how memory is altered. 


This is how it is with adults. Children? 
They remember some of what happens 
to them, of course, either before moving 
to Pata, or after moving. House, comput- 
er, trips - which they value very much, at 
the cinema or anywhere. 

You know, children have a hard fate 
in Pata. They know everything, they hear 
everything. A 10-year-old child from Pata 
is like a 20-year-old living in the city. So, it 
is normal for children to cherish beautiful 
memories. They do this to protect them- 
selves, too. 

They remember only a little about 
their lives before they were moved to Pata. 
True, they find out from their parents about 
it, especially about family members: your 
grandfather was like this or that. But many 
families will not have any pictures - those 
got lost during the deportation. 


Very few families in La Bomba had 
access to a camera. A large part of the 
images conserved by families relate 

to ceremonies such as weddings or 
communions, taken by a professional 
photographer. 

Although these photos have a testi- 
monial importance, even more so are 
those in which you can perceive, even if 
it’s out of focus in the background, the 
day to day life of the neighbourhood. 


The existence of family photographs 
was, in rural Portugal fifty years ago, 

a rarity only accessible to wealthier 
families or with some degree of literacy. 
On the other hand, the absence of 
photographs turns out to be a factor of 
discrimination, as if these families had 
not been careful with their own memory. 


What kind of memories do 
people cherish in Pata? 


The people of Pata really kindle family 
and kinship relationships. We remember 
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all kinship relationships, ancestors and 
everything, back to 3 generations. We 
celebrate the day of the dead, November 
1, we celebrate the birthdays. And now we 
also celebrate December 17 - the day we 
were evicted to this ghetto ten years ago. 


Every time in December, | feel a void 
in me. | have triggers: when | see police on 
the street, or a demolished house, it hits 
me. Anyone who was evicted, when he 
passes through the Marasti neighbour- 
hood, it is impossible not to look up and 
say: “I used to stay here. There was our 
house”. “From here | was deported”. That 
memory is still alive, and since December 
17, when we do our traditional march of 
protest, we talk about, talk about how and 
what should be done, we stir up memo- 
ries... but mostly the bad memories. 


The protest as mechanism of remem- 
bering, or viceversa. 


What would you do if you could 
do what you want? What do 
these workshops do? 


It would be nice if | could change 
people’s lives. If | were, for example, the 
Mayor of Pata. | would definitely imple- 
ment this idea of a community center. 
| would go for sports, activities - that’s 
something kids can’t forget. Won't forget. 


This is what we do here at this work- 
shop, this is why they are important - be- 
cause they create memories. For a child 
from Pata, the Christmas present can 
be a memory for life. Was it money, was 
it chocolate, whatever. It remains in his 
memory. 


When children go home from work- 
shops, other children come and ask 
them, what did you do there? And then 
these little ones here, they tell stories. 
They brag. They fictionalize even. They 
play cool. They re-narrate memories. You 
know, brother, here in the community, a 
lot of kids don’t even know what a burger 
is, what McDonalds is. They never trave- 
led by train, they never traveled by bus. 
So all these little things are highlights, 
miracles, stories to tell. 


When we took them to the Turzii 
Gorges, they were trembling in the bus, 
they could barely get out of the bus be- 
cause of their emotions. In the Turda salt 
mine, they couldn’t help themselves, 
they were licking the wall, see here, it’s 
salt, brother! These are all things to tell 
at home. 


So it’s important not only what mem- 
ories you have, but it is equally important 
what memories you create. It’s not the 
same that they have memories from the 
pool in Cojocna, or how they bathed in 
levigate back in the ghetto. 


Children and adults are two differ- 
ent categories. Maybe adults need to 
remember how things were. But with 
children it is much better to create mem- 
ories. The adults are kind of game over. 
They take a cigarette and a beer, to forget 
where they are. The place makes you like 
that. As a proof, just look how those who 
moved from Pata have changed! They 
shed their skins as Pata Rat ghetto dwell- 
ers, they are different persons now. 


So with children and young people, it 
is a different story and a new hope. With 
them you can grow memories. That’s why 
it’s so good to work along their needs, to 
do activities like these interactive work- 
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shops. Children learn and remember. For 
example moral values - like in that game 
we played last month that you should not 
be greedy, and suchlike. 


If | was to develop this, | would also 
insist on sports, football, martial arts. | 
would also insist a lot on field trips - as 
was the one in Cheile Turzii. Something 
their parents don’t or can’t give them. 
How happy they were there! 

They come to the workshops to 
play, to feel good, and to get out of the 
ghetto. Mita, Aranka, Milu, Delia, Robert, 
Costelus, Olga, everybody. 

It’s super important for them to do 
something different, not just to stay in 
Pata in vain. 


And when they get home, they tell 
everybody what they did - and to make 
the others envious, hehe. How they had 
fun. Who did what. Who said what. All this. 


Think of it this way: two children meet 
at school in the fall, one from the city and 
one from Pata, and they talk about their 
holiday memories. The first one says he 
was with his parents at the seaside in 
Croatia. What will the Pata kid be able to 
say? 


In a subtle, almost invisible way, school 
can be a context where differences are 
marked between what is s ‘normal life’ 
and what is a ‘peripheral life’ and the 
awareness of these differences is of- 
ten harshly exploited by some children. 


That he sat in the garbage all summer, 
and looked at the dogs? That’s why it’s 
good to create memories - you 
take the child to Cojocna, to Salina 
Turda, to a workshop in the park 
- and you immediately gave him 
a memory that he can share with 
others, that he can build his social 
status with, something that is compara- 
ble in value to the rest of the world. 


Although up until the end of the sixties 
housing estates like Bellvitge lacked 
services, equipment, businesses and 
even basic infrastructure such as 
proper paving, lighting, and drainage, 
their conditions cannot be compared 
to those of Pata Rat. 

Two childhood memories have forged 
the character of their residents: the 
memory of playing with other children 
in the street, without adult supervi- 
sion, and the memory of taking part 

in demonstrations and protests to get 
exactly these services and infrastruc- 
tures that, they later learned, they had 
a right to have. 


That’s what we do in the workshops. 
With kids we can’t go so deep and dig up 
the memories, because they don’t have 
that much. Instead, we can do things with 
them and generate memories - a past 
that secures their future. 
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